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The Beatnik and the Bard 


by Earl J. Dias 


Characters 

Linpa Cross, a T'V columnist 

Betry Carr, a secretary 

Bos BRANDON, @ young comedian 

J. THrockmMorton Quiciey, a TV 

executive 

De.icHTt DESMOND, a singer 

Norma Suarp, Delight’s agent 

JASPER N. Siurp, president of Slurp 

Brothers Soup Co. 

Serrine: The office of J. Throckmorton 
Quigley, president of Consolidated TV 
Network. 

At Rise: Linpa Cross, an attractive 
TV columnist, is sitting on the sofa 
at center. Standing near her is 
Berry Carr, a pretty young secretary. 

Linpa: You know, Betty, I came here 
for news. After all, I can’t write a 
daily TV column for the Blade unless 
I gather a few facts now and then. 


Is the great J. Throckmorton Quig- 
ley still in conference? 

Berry (Looking at her watch): Yes, he 
is. But he ought to be out of there 
in a few minutes, Linda. 

LinpA: How’s the great man treating 
you? If I had my choice of potential 
bosses, J. Throckmorton Quigley 
would be last on the list. 

Berry (Smiling): He’s not so bad. He 
growls a lot, but his bark is worse 
than his bite. 

LinpDA: I'll bet. He strikes me as being 
about as friendly as a hungry tiger. 
Anyway, what about this Slurp 
Brothers Soup program Consolidated 
is scheduling for next month? Have 
any stars been signed yet? ‘ 

Berry: We've narrowed it down to 
two choices — Delight Desmond and 
Bob Brandon. 





Linpa (Writing in her notebook): Bob 
Brandon? Say, isn’t he that young 
comedian with a college education? 

Betty: He’s the one. 

Linpa: And haven’t I heard rumors 
that he’s been dating you quite a 
bit lately? 

Berry (Smiling): No comment. 

Linpa: Aha! Then the rumors are 
true. As for Delight Desmond, her 
singing doesn’t send me. All she 
has is a face and figure. 

Berry: But what girl could ask for 
anything more? 

Linpa: This girl could. Brains are 
nice to have. So is charm. Delight 
Desmond, or Henrietta Boggle, to 
mention her real name, has all the 
charm of an angry cobra. 

Berry (Going to file and opening it): 
Anyway, Bob and Delight are 
coming here this morning, Linda. 


They’re going to be interviewed — 
separately, of course — by Jasper 
N. Slurp, the president of Slurp 
Brothers Soups. He wants to make 
the final decision himself. 


Linpa: As Jimmy Durante says, 
“Everybody wants to get into the 
act.” 

Berry: Mr. Slurp is paying for the 
program. 

Linpa (Rising): I suppose you have a 
point there. Well, I’ll be on my way. 
At least I know about the two candi- 
dates for the Slurp Soup Hour. Do 
me a favor, Betty. When the deci- 
sion is made, give me a ring at the 
office. 

Betty: I’ll be glad to, Linda. You’ve 
always given us a break. 

Linpa: Thanks, girl. See you later. 
(She exits up center. Brtry removes 


a folder from file, crosses to QUIGLEY’S 
desk, and places folder on it. She 
looks at her watch again. After a 
moment, Bop BRANDON enters fur- 
tively up center. He sees that Berry 
is alone, looks relieved, and comes 
to her.) 

Bos (Taking Berry’s hand): I’m cer- 
tainly glad you’re alone. Just the 
sight of you gives me courage. 

Berry (Smiles and then moves away 
quickly): I won’t be alone for long, 
Bob. The boss should be finished 
with his conference soon. 

Bos: I’m as nervous as a canary in a 
room full of cats. What time is 
Mr. Slurp expected? 

Berry: Any time now. I think he 
wants to interview Delight Desmond 
first, though. But come clean, Bob 
Brandon, comedian of the year, have 
you been doing your homework? 

Bos (Flopping into chair in front of 
desk): I haven’t studied so hard since 
college. I’ve been over that Home 
Book of Shakespeare Quotations until 
I can quote the Bard in my sleep. 
I’m glad I have a pretty good 
memory. 

Betty: Said he modestly. 

Bos: I’m not bragging about it. I 
was just born with it, Betty. 

Berry: And a good thing you were. 
Helen Todd told me Mr. Slurp is a 
real Shakespeare enthusiast. So 
when he interviews you, quote 
Shakespeare like mad. That ought 
to make the old boy look on you 
with friendly eyes. 

Bos: I certainly hope so. What a break 
it would be to star on the Slurp Soup 
program. (The sound of loud voices 
is heard from offstage.) 





Berry (Quickly): Sounds as if the con- 
ference is breaking up. You'd 
better go into the anteroom, Bob, 
but keep studying until you’re sent 
for. 

Bos (Rising quickly and going to door 
up center): “For this relief, much 
thanks.”’ (He smiles) Hamlet, Act 
One, Scene One. I’ll keep my fingers 
crossed. (Bos exits. After a moment, 
J. THROCKMORTON QUIGLEY, a stout 
middle-aged man, enters at left. He 
strides purposefully to his desk, sits 
down, picks up a photograph, stares 
at wu, then puts it back on desk.) 

QuiIGLey: Every once in a while, I like 
to look at this picture of my wife. 
She’s beautiful. Then I can say to 
myself that I’m talking with idiots 
every day just for her — just to 
support her in the style she deserves. 
But she’s worth it. 


Berry (Sympathetically): Was the con- 
ference a bit wearing, J. T.? 


QuicLEY: Wearing! (He bangs the 
desk.) It was unbearable. We have 
a staff of writers who can’t even 
come up with a decent commercial. 
They couldn’t sell a bouquet of 
flowers on Mother’s Day. They 
couldn’t even sell a balloon at a 
circus. 

Berry: I think I get the idea, J. T. 
You mean they’re incompetent. 

Quia.ey (Striking head with hands): I 
am surrounded by imbeciles! (Look- 
ing at folder on desk) Is this the 
Slurp Soup file? 

Berty: Yes, it is. 

QuiGLEy (Opening folder): This Jasper 
Slurp is another guy who makes my 
stomach flutter. (Takes a box of 


pills from desk drawer, pours glass of 


water from pitcher, and takes pills) 
Just because he’s president of the 
company, he thinks he should pick 
the star of his program. What does 
he know about show business? Why 
doesn’t he stick to chicken soup and 
minestrone and clam chowder? What 
time is he supposed to be here? 

Berry (Looking at her watch): He’s 
due now. It’s almost ten. 

QuietEY (Looking at a paper in the 
folder): And he wants to see Delight 
Desmond first. I suppose Delight 
will have her agent with her. 

Betty: Yes, Norma Sharp said she’d 
come with Delight. 

QuiG.ey: I can’t stand Norma Sharp. 
She’s a broken rung on the ladder of 
progress. As for Delight Desmond, 
she talks as though she were gentle 
as a kitten — all babyish and 
sweet — but that girl’s as hard as 
cement. (Feminine voices are heard 
from offstage) That’s Norma now. 
She sounds like a fingernail scraping 
a blackboard. 

Betty (Chuckling): Don’t say that, 
J.T. It makes me shiver. 

QuiGcLey: She makes me do more than 
shiver. I’ll be a nervous wreck be- 
fore this morning is over. I’ll have 
to take a carload of tranquilizers. 
(Picks up photograph) All for you, 
Mrs. Quigley. (Norma SHarP and 
De.icHt Desmonp enter. NorMA 
is a nervous woman with a piercing 
voice. DeE.icut is an attractive girl 
in her twenties. Both are dressed 
fashionably.) 

Norma: Hello, J. T. How’s the old 
warhorse today? Hi, Betty. 

Berry: Hello, Norma. Hello, Miss 
Desmond. 





Deuicut (Girlishly): My, what a 
thrill it is to be here in the Con- 
solidated office! I do hope that won- 
derful Mr. Slurp likes poor little me. 

Norma: Don’t worry, Delight. He’ll 
fall for you the way everybody does. 
And if he’s heard your new record, 
he’ll be turning handsprings. (Goes 
behind Quiegiry’s desk and slaps 
him on the back) Right, J. T.? 

QuictEY (Coughing and annoyed): 
Don’t ask me. I’m just an innocent 
bystander. I’m just the president of 
the network. 

Deicur (Coming to him and taking 
both his hands while she looks soul- 
fully into his eyes): You great ex- 
ecutives have such burdens to bear. 
How I admire the men who make the 
wheels of industry turn. 

Norma: You tell him, kid. 

Quictey (Softening): You’re right, 
Miss Desmond. Nobody knows 
what I go through each day. But 
that’s because I never complain. 

Deuicut (Releasing his hands): The 
wonderful programs you put out are 
well worth it. 

QuieLtEy (Pompously): Consolidated 
offers the nation’s best programs. 
Norma: That’s the truth. Say, 
shouldn’t Mr. Slurp be here by now? 

(The phone rings.) 

Quia.ey (Lifting receiver): J. Throck- 
morton Quigley here. O.K. Send 
him right in. (Hangs up) It’s Slurp. 

Deuicut (Going to sofa and sitting): 
Oh, I do hope he likes me. 

Norma: Fifty million Americans can’t 
be wrong, kid. He’ll love you. 

Quia.ey (Holding out a piece of paper): 
Betty, will you give this memoran- 
dum to Joe Slight? 


Berry (Taking paper from QuiGcLEyY): 
Right away. (She exits left. After a 
moment, JASPER N. SLuRP enters up 
center. Sturp is a mild-mannered 
little man, wearing spectacles, and 
looking somewhat timid.) 

QuieLteY (Rising): Glad to see you, 
Mr. Slurp. (SLurpP comes to QUIGLEY 
and shakes hands limply.) This is 
Miss Delight Desmond. 

Sturp (Shyly): How do you do? 

Deicut (Gushingly): Oh, Mr. Slurp. 
How thrilling to meet you at last! 
A day never passes when I do not 
have my bowl of Slurp Brothers 
Soup. 

Norma: It’s a great product. 

Sturp (Beaming): Why, thank you, 
my dear. We try our best to main- 
tain the flavor of all our soups. 

Quietey: And this is Norma Sharp, 
Miss Desmond’s agent. 


Norma: Mr. Slurp, this is a great day 


for us all. Our little girl here can 
charm the birds off the trees with 
her voice. 

Deuicut (With girlish modesty): Oh, 
Norma, you shouldn’t say such 
things about poor little me. 

Norma: Don’t hide your light under 
a bushel, kid. You have pipes that 
any star at the Met would envy. 

Sturp: Of course, my brother and I 
have heard Miss Desmond’s re- 
cordings. My brother favors 
comedy. I favor voice. (He coughs 
briefly.) I beg your pardon. I have 
a most annoying tickle in my throat. 
(Recovering) My brother and I know 
that we must be careful to choose 
the right personality to become 
identified with our product. 





Quieter: That’s right. 
image is important. 
Norma: And you couldn’t have a 
better-looking public image than 
Delight. She’ll have people rushing 
to the stores for Slurp Brothers Soup. 

Sturp: Indeed, I hope so. (He coughs 
again. QUIGLEY pours a glass of 
water for him. Suurp takes it and in 
drinking it spills a good deal on his 
suit. De.ient rushes to him, takes a 
very feminine handkerchief from her 
purse, and begins to dab at his suit) 

De.icutT: You great men of business 
are sometimes like little boys. So 
strong in the affairs of the world 
but actually small children at heart. 
(Continuing to dab at the suit) Let 
me help you. 

Sturp (Very pleased): Thank you, my 
dear. You are most kind. It was 
clumsy of me. 

Deuicut: Not at all. 


The public 


It shows that 


beneath your brilliance, you’re hu- 


man, too. (She gives his arm a little 
squeeze, and he shyly presses her hand) 

Sturpe (Beaming): Please, my dear, 
I’m not at all brilliant. 

De.icut: How like you to say that. 
Truly great men are always modest. 
But a friend of mine tells me you 
are unquestionably a financial 
genius. 

Sturp (Pleased and much interested): 
Really, my dear? Who was it? 

Deuieut (Virtuously): I’m sorry, but 
I must not betray his confidence. 
He happens to be a leading financial 
writer for one of our great news- 
papers. 

Norma (Going along with the gag): 
And his opinions are respected, kid— 
really respected. 


SturP: I’m overwhelmed. (Beaming) 
I had no idea I had such a reputa- 
tion. (To Quieter) Mr. Quigley, I 
left my contract outside in my coat 
pocket. Will you excuse me while 
I get it. 

QuicLeEy: I'll come with you. I want 
to speak to Betty. 

De.tient (Wide-eyed): You mean 
you’ve decided on poor little me? 
Sturp: My dear, I think you would be 
ideal. Please wait here for just a 
minute or two. (SLuRP and QuiG- 

LEY exit up center.) 

Norma (Laughing): He’s like putty 
in your hands, kid. 

Deuicnt: Say, he really fell for me, 
didn’t he? It’s like taking candy 
from a baby. Men are such softies. 

Norma: You should know, kid. 

Deuicut: I’ll have him doing cart- 
wheels before I’m finished with him. 

Norma: Don’t overdo it, kid. You’ve 
made your point. (Berry enters up 
center.) Betty, we’re in. Old Slurp 
thinks Delight is the greatest thing 
since Helen of Troy and Venus de 
Milo. 

Berry (Disappointed): He does? 

Norma: Control your enthusiasm, kid. 
You might burst a blood vessel. 

Berry: But he hasn’t even seen Bob 
Brandon yet. 

Norma: Why see that young squirt 
when he can feast his eyes on De- 
light? (Sture and QuiGcLEyY enter. 
SLuRP, carrying the contract, goes to 
chair in front of desk. QUIGLEY goes 
to his desk) 

De.icut: Is that the lovely contract? 

Sturp (Smiling): Yes, my dear. 

De .icutT: I’m so excited that my poor 





little hand will probably shake when 
I sign it. 

Norma: I’ll hold the pen steady for 
you. 

Berry (Firmly): Don’t forget, J.T., 
Mr. Slurp has an appointment with 
Bob Brandon, too. (Coazxingly) And 
from all I’ve heard about Mr. Slurp, 
I know he’ll want to see Bob. Every- 
one always comments on Mr. Slurp’s 
admirable thoroughness in review- 
ing a project. 

Sturp (Beaming): Do they, my dear? 

Betty: It’s common knowledge. 

Siurp: Well — 

Norma: Why prolong the agony? De- 
light is the girl for the job. An 
interview with Brandon would be 
just a waste of time. 

Berry: But Mr. Slurp never goes back 
on a promise. Everyone says so. 
Sturpe (With unaccustomed firmness): 
That’s right. Well, to cover the law, 
I’ll see Mr. Brandon. (Beaming at 
De.vicutT) But have no fear, my 
dear — Slurp Brothers Soup cer- 
tainly can profit by your charm and 

sweetness. 

De.icut (Disappointed, but covering her 
feelings): I understand, Mr. Slurp. 
How like you to be true to your 
word. It is exactly what I would 
have expected of you. 

QUIGLEY: Just wait in the anteroom, 
girls. 

De .icut: Anything for dear Mr. Slurp. 


Quicteyr: Bring in Brandon, Betty. 

Betty: Right away, J.T. 
Norma and DELIGHT exit up center. 
Sturp has another coughing fit.) 


(Betty, 


QuieLey: Say, that cough is really 
pesky, Mr. Slurp. I have some 


cough medicine in the other room — 
really helpful stuff. 

Sturp (Recovering): Thank you — but 
I’ll be all right. I shall make this 
interview a brief one. 

QuIGLEy: Suit yourself. 
Bos enter.) 

Bos (Coming to center enthusiastically) : 
“Once more into the breach, dear 
friends, once more.”’ (He pauses and 
smiles brightly.) Henry V. 

Siurp (Bewildered): Who? 

Bos (Somewhat taken aback): Henry V. 
Shakespeare. 

Sturp: Oh, Shakespeare. I’m afraid 
I haven’t read it, young man. (Bos 
looks surprised and casts an anguished 
glance at Betty, who gloomily shrugs 
her shoulders.) 

QuieLey: Sit down, Brandon. 
Slurp’s in a hurry. 

Bos (Going to sofa): “Let’s talk of 
graves and worms and epitaphs.”’ 
(Chuckles brightly) Richard II. 

Sturp (Again bewildered): Who? 

Bos (Uncomfortably): Shakespeare. 
Richard II. 

SturP: Oh. I don’t believe I’m ac- 
quainted with the play, young man. 

Quie.ey: Brandon here has done good 
work as a comedian. He’s appeared 
in a few night clubs, on radio, on 
tours, and in guest spots on TV. 

Sturp: I’m afraid I don’t watch 
comedians much, Mr. Quigley. 
They’re more in my brother’s line. 

Bos (Anziously): “Present mirth hath 
present laughter.” 

Sturp: Shakespeare, I suppose? 

Bos: Yes. Twelfth Night. 

SturPp: You know, young man, our 
program is not to be devoted to 
Shakespeare. It’s a variety show. 


(Berry and 


Mr. 





Bos: Yes, I know. (T'he phone rings.) 

QUIGLEY (Answering it): J. Throck- 
morton Quigley here. Oh, hello, 
Helen. . . . It’s for you, Betty. 
Take it in the outer office, please. 
It’s Helen Todd. 

Betty: Thanks, J.T. (She gives Bos 
an encouraging smile and exits left. 
QUIGLEY listens on phone, and then 
hangs up.) 

Bos: “Her voice was ever soft, gentle, 
and low — an excellent thing in 
woman.” King Lear. 

QuieLry: Look, Brandon, you’re not 
Sir Laurence Olivier. You're a 
comedian. This isn’t Stratford-on- 
Avon. (Takes up photograph) For 
you, Mrs. Quigley. 

Siurp: Let me be frank, Mr. Brandon. 
Interviewing you is really a mere 
formality. I have already decided 
that Miss Desmond — (He breaks 
into another fit of coughing. QUIGLEY 
rises and gently slaps his back.) 
Thank you, Mr. Quigley. (Coughs 
again) 

Quiatey (Looking at pitcher): The 
water’s all gone. Come with me, 
Mr. Slurp. I insist you take some 
of my cough medicine. 

Sturp (Rising): Perhaps I had better. 
(To Bos) Sorry, young man. But 
thank you for coming. (He coughs 
again and exits quickly with QUIGLEY. 
Bos buries his face in his hands as 
Berry enters at left.) 

Berry: Good heavens! Helen Todd 
just gave me some bad news! It’s 
the other Slurp brother — Hiram — 
who’s the Shakespeare enthusiast. 

Bos (Groaning): No wonder I wasn’t 
getting over. I’ve really cooked my 
goose. 


Betty: I’m so sorry, Bob. It’s all my 
fault. If I’d let you be yourself, 
you might have done better. 

Bos (Gallantly): You were only trying 
to help. 

Betty: This one, Jasper N. Slurp, 
doesn’t know any Shakespeare at all. 
Helen says he likes beatnik poetry. 
He and his wife love to visit the 
beatnik joints to listen to the beatnik 
poets recite to jazz music. 

Bos (Jumping up): Beatnik poetry! 

Betty: I know. Who’d have thought 
it? He seems like such a mild- 
mannered little fellow. 

Bos: And here I was hitting him with 
lines from the Bard. No wonder he 
didn’t react. (Suddenly inspired) 
Wait a minute, though. The cause 
isn’t lost yet. 

Berry: I hate to admit it, but things 
look pretty hopeless to me. Delight 
Desmond really went to work on old 
Jasper. And she’s the girl who 
knows how to make men jump 
through hoops. 

Bos: Say, is the make-up department 
open here at Consolidated? 

Berry: Yes, Jerry Saunders is in 
charge. You know him. 

Bos (Ezcitedly): You bet I do. Listen, 
Betty. When Slurp comes back, 
stall him here for a while. I won’t 
be any more than five minutes. (He 
starts to exit, then turns back.) Say, 
do you still have your guitar here? 

Berry: Yes. But what 
planning? 


are you 


Bos: Just get out your guitar and wait. 
(Kisses her forehead) Now, keep 
Slurp here. We have a chance at 
that contract yet. 





Betty (Dubiously): Vll try. But it 
seems so useless, Bob. 

Bos: “Cowards die many times before 
their deaths. The valiant never 
taste of death but once.” Julius 
Caesar. Do your bit now. 

Berry (Bewildered): O.K. (Bos hur- 
ries out up center. Burry shrugs her 
shoulders and shakes her head sadly. 
She takes a guitar out of a closet and 
strums it. Then she puts it down by 
the desk, and picks up a folder on 
the desk. She returns the folder to 
the filing cabinet as NorMA SHARP 
enters from left.) 

Norma: How are things going, kid? 
Where are all the big shots? De- 
light is just itching to sign that con- 
tract. 

Betty: They’ll be ready in a 
minutes. I’ll let you know. 

‘Norma: Just don’t be long. 
tough holding Delight down. 

Berry (Sarcastically): You might try 
chloroform. 

Norma: That doesn’t sound like your 
sweet self. Don’t be bitter. (NorRMA 
exits left. After a moment, LINDA 


few 


It’s 


Cross enters at up center.) 
Berry: Why, Linda. I thought you’d 


gone. 

Linva: That windbag, Jack Stevens, 
held me up with a few tales of woe, 
so I thought I’d check with you 
again before I left. 
yet? 

Berry (Sadly): It looks as though De- 
light Desmond is in. 

Linpa: Used her feline charm, I’ll bet. 

Betty: I didn’t see the whole per- 
formance, but I’ll bet I could write 
the script using feminine intuition 
alone. 


Any decision 


Linpa: VW’ell, that’s the way the cookie 
crumbi.s. Too bad for young Bob 
Brandc an. That Slurp contract 
would have made him a prosperous 
young fellow — and _ prosperous 
young fellows make ideal husbands. 
(SturP and QuIGLEY enter at up 
center.) Hello, J.T. 

QuieLEyY: Hello, Linda. Say, your re- 
view of the Sammy Samson show 
was pretty tough. Sammy isn’t 
happy. 

LinpDA: It was a bad show, J.T. 

QuiGLEY: With the idiots who worked 
on it, it’s a wonder it ever got on 
the air at all. I’m surrounded by 
morons. Oh, this is Mr. Slurp. 
Miss Cross. 

Linpa: How do you do, Mr. Slurp. I 
hear you’ve decided to star Delight 
Desmond on the Slurp Brothers Soup 
Variety Hour. 

SturpP (Going to seat in front of desk): 
Ah, yes. A remarkable young 
woman. So sweet and wholesome. 

Linpa (Sarcastically): Yes 
regular Pollyanna. 

Suurp: If I had a daughter, I’d want 
her to be like Miss Desmond. 

Linpa: That would be just peachy. 

SturP: We may as well call Miss 
Desmond in, Mr. Quigley. She can 
sign the contract now. 

Quieter: If that’s what you want, 
Mr. Slurp. Yoy’re the boss. 

Berry (Quickly): Delight and Norma 
went out for a few minutes, Mr. 
Slurp. Delight wanted a cup of 
coffee downstairs in the cafeteria. 

Sturp (Rising): All right. I can meet 
them down there. 

Betty: But they’re probably on their 
way up by now. Why don’t you 


she’s a 





just wait here? I’m sure they won’t 
be long. 

Sturp (Looking at watch): Well, I sup- 
pose I can wait. But I don’t have 
much time. (Smiling) After all, I 
have a large business to attend to. 
Soup takes lots of time. 

Berry (Still trying to delay him): I 
just love that new soup of yours! 
Sturp (Sitting and interested): Which 

one, my dear? 

Berry (Thinking fast): I can’t recall 
its name, but it tastes just wonder- 
ful. (QuiaLEy, bored by the conver- 
sation, sighs, takes up wife’s photo- 
graph, and gazes at it meaningfully.) 

Sture (With enthusiasm): I suspect 
you may have in mind our new 
tomato-chicken-mushroom-banana 
soup. It’s a novel combination. 

Berry: That’s it! It’s yummy. 

SturpP: I’m delighted you like it. It 


took two years of research to pro- 


duce it. Our scientists were at it 
twenty-four hours a day. They de- 
serve the Nobel Prize. 

Berry: It was certainly worth the 
effort. 

Sturp: Our chief difficulty was with 
the banana. It just wouldn’t 
blend with the other ingredients at 
first. But we finally licked the prob- 
lem. Now we have a soup that 
really sticks to the ribs. 

Linpa (Grimacing): I'll bet. 

Sturp (Looking at watch): My, I wish 
Miss Desmond would come. 

Berty: I'll check to see if they’re 
back. (She goes to left and exits.) 

Sturp: That cough medicine did the 
job, Quigley. 

Quia.zy: It’s first-rate stuff. 

Linpa: Might make a good soup. 


Sture (Astonished): What! (She 
chuckles.) Oh, I see — a joke. Well, 
young woman, perhaps it’s not so 
far-fetched as it sounds. A soup that 
could cure coughs would be worth 
a great deal on the market. I must 
speak to my brother Hiram about it. 
(QuIGLEY again looks exasperated. 
He lifts wife’s photograph again and 
sighs deeply. Brrry enters at left.) 

Berry: Not back yet — but I’m sure 
they’re on their way. 

SturP: I hope so. (Bos BRANDON 
enters suddenly and dramatically at 
up center. He is now sporting a 
beard, a beret, and a_ turtle-neck 
sweater. Berry laughs delightedly. 
QUIGLEY and S.iurRP stare at Bos in 
astonishment.) Why, it’s Mr. Bran- 
don. (Smiling suddenly) This is 
delightful. You look like many of 
my friends. 

QuIGLEY: Friends? 

Sturp: Some of my best friends are 
beatnik poets. 

Bos: How are you, Mr. Slurp? 
— it’s nice to see you again. 
good, man, good. 

Sturp (Happily): Like nice to see 
you, too, Brandon. You look happy, 
man, happy. 

Bos: Like on cloud nine, man. Like on 
cloud nine. Say, Betty. Can you 
play “Stardust” on that guitar? 
Like — just play it softly. 

Berry (Trying to control her laughter): 
If you say so, man. 

Bos: Then give, girl, give. 
Berry: You asked for it, man. 
begins to play “‘Stardust.’’) 
Bos: Like — I feel a poem coming on 
— an urge to make with the words. 
I really feel it, man, and it’s crazy 


Like 
It’s 


(She 





— real crazy. (He recites dra- 
matically while Berry plays) 

Cats in an alley, 

Moonlight on the garbage, 

Sorrow on the doorstep. 

My soul is like an empty milk bottle 
Left on the sidewalk to dry. 

QuiG.ey: I’m surrounded by lunatics! 
(lifting photograph) For you, Mrs. 
Quigley. 

Sturp (Delighted): That sends me, 
man. That’s real gone. Let’s have 
another. 

Bos: Like — keep playing, Betty. 
The shirts on the clothesline 
Are like ghosts of Bowery bums 
Haunting the city. 

Where does the river flow? 
Where do the waters run? 
I shall go to the river 

And drown my sorrow 

In the current of time. 
And the ghosts will follow. 

Siurp: Sad, man, sad. You’re with it, 
man. 

Linpa: As Sam Goldwyn would say, 
include me out. 

Sturp: I don’t understand it, man. I 
had you pegged for a real square. 
You came in here with all that 
Shakespeare jazz, and I just couldn’t 
dig it. (He outlines a square with his 
hands.) I said to myself, “Man, this 
boy has had it. He’s way out.” 
But I see, man, that you’re normal. 
You’re a real beat. 

Bos: I once did an act in a beatnik 
night club. 

Sturp (Interested): Which one, man? 

Bos: Goldie’s on Third Avenue. 

Sturp: Goldie’s! Why, that’s para- 
dise, man. They really dig there. 
They’re really with it. 


Quia.ey: Me! I give up! 

Sturp (Reverting to his customary mild 
self): Oh, I must apologize, Mr. 
Quigley, for my enthusiasm. But 
I am a great devotee of beatnik 
poetry. To me, it expresses the soul 
of our times. To find a fellow 
disciple when I had least expected 
it is a happy occasion. 

Bos: It’s cool. Even crazy. 

Berry (Hopefully): Mr. Slurp, don’t 
you think Bob would be ideal for 
your program? You have so much 
in common. 

Sturp (Hesitantly): Well, of course I 
did promise Miss Desmond 

Bos: Play, Betty. (She does so.) 

The Fates look into each other’s 
eyes. 

And one shoe is missing. 

The taxi stalls in the driveway. 

The rooster sleeps, 

The owl awakens. 

Before I was born, 

I sobbed. 

Sturp (Ecstatically): Beautiful, man, 
beautiful. (Struck by a sudden 
thought) Say, why don’t you come 
over to my home some night soon? 
In fact, why not tonight? Bring 
your beret. Why, we could have 
lots of nights at my home — with 
poetry and all that jazz. My wife 
would be delighted. She has a beret, 
too — but no beard. 

Bos: Thanks, man, thanks. Only 
trouble is I have to hit the road 
soon. Unless I sign a contract with 
Slurp Brothers Soup, I’m off to the 
wide open spaces. 

Linpa: And they’re far away, man — 
far. 

Quieter: I wish I were. 





Sturp (Firmly): Then you'll sign this 
contract. (He waves contract en- 
thusiastically.) Yes, sir,.you’ll sign 
it. I’m not going to let a poet of 
your talent get away. You'll be a 
credit to our soup. 

Bos (Eagerly): If you insist. 

Sturp: I do. 

QuiGitey (Resignedly): Here’s a pen. 
(Bos goes to desk, takes pen, just as 
Norma comes in at left. She takes 
in scene and looks alarmed.) 

Norma: Hey, what goes on? Delight, 
you’d better get in here pronto! 
(De.icHT rushes in, just as Box 
signs his name, with a flourish, to 
the contract.) 

LinpA: I'll write it up for my column 
tomorrow — “Rising comic Bob 
Brandon signed to star in Slurp 
Brothers Soup Variety Hour on the 
Consolidated TV network.” 

QuiGLey: Nutwork would be more like 
it. 

De.icut: What! 

Linpa: And I always get my facts 
straight, Delight. (De.iant rushes 
to Sturp.) 

De.icut (Girlishly, coaxing): But, Mr. 
Slurp, you promised poor little me 
that I’d be the star of the show. 
And I know you’d never go back 
on your word. You're too fine, too 
decent. 

Sturp (Firmly): I’m very sorry, Miss 
Desmond. Nothing personal, of 
course. But Mr. Brandon has so 
much to offer. He’s a genius. 

Deuiaut (Wailing): But you promised! 

Norma: Sure, what kind of a guy are 
you, anyway? A fair weather friend 
or something? 


Sturp (Holding up hand for silence): 
Please! I have nothing but admira- 
tion for Miss Desmond. She is a 
most charming young woman. 
(Firmly) But I have made my de- 
cision. 

Norma: Brandon, you’re a sneak! 

Deuicut (Stamping floor angrily and 
glaring at SturP): Why, you old 
phony, your word isn’t worth a Con- 
federate nickel! You just led me on! 
You’re an old fake! And your awful 
soups are poisonous! (SLuRP begins 
to cough) And I hope you choke! 
(She stomps angrily out at up center 
followed by Norma) 

Sturp (Recovering): My goodness, she 
is not the wholesome young woman 
I thought her to be. 

Bos (Smiling): That’s 
That’s life. 

Sturpe: You mean — 
bitter with the sweet. 

Bos: You’re with it, man. 

Berry: He certainly is. 

Sturp (Rising): May I borrow your 
beret? 

Bos (Removing it): Of course. 

Sturp (Putting on beret): I can dig a 
poem, too. Like to hear one of my 
efforts, man? 

Bos: Let her roll, chum. 

Sturp: A little strumming, please. 
(Berry begins to play “Stardust.’’) 
Dry cactus in the western night, 
And the blood-red moon scowling 
While the coyote coughs. 

I am a bit of tumbleweed 

Rolling on deserted, dusty streets 
Through sands of bitterness. (AU 
applaud except QUIGLEY.) 

Quie.ey (Lifting photograph): And I 


life, man. 


like, take the 





am a bit of flotsam and jetsam lost 
in a wilderness of nuts and bolts, 
Mrs. Quigley. (He 
drawer, takes out pills, and swallows 
a couple without water.) 


reaches into 


hands on the desk, LINDA tiptoes to 
door) 
SturP: I am a crawling caterpillar 
Lost in a maze of underbrush 
Linpa (At door): I’d better leave here 


SturpP: I feel another poem coming quick, quick, quick, before I get 


on. sick, sick, sick. (She points at SLuRP, 
Bos: Let’s have it, man. (Berry plays 
again, QUIGLEY buries his face in his 


Bos and Berry. SLurRpP continues 


to recite as curtains close.) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue BEATNIK AND THE BARD 


Characters: 3 male; 4 female. 


Playing Time: 25 minutes. 

Costumes: Modern dress. During the last 
part of the play, Bob wears a beard, a 
beret and a turtle-neck sweater. Slurp 
wears spectacles. Betty and Slurp wear 
watches. 


Properties: Folders, framed photograph, box 
of pills, water glass, pitcher, handkerchief 
in purse for Delight, contract for Slurp, 
guitar for Betty, pen. 


Setting: The large, well-appointed office of 
J. Throckmorton Quigley. At right is a 
large desk, with papers, a telephone, a few 
magazines, a framed photograph, a water 
glass and a pitcher of water. In front of 
the desk is a comfortable chair. There is a 
door at up center, and another door at left. 
Up right is a filing cabinet, and near the 
cabinet is a closet. There is a sofa at 
center. On the wall behind the desk is a 
poster reading, “The Consolidated TV Net- 
work Presents the Nation’s Best Programs.” 


Lighting: No special effects. 





When the Hurlyburly’s Done 


by John Murray 


Characters 

Mec 

TERRY ‘ high school actresses 

Par | 

JEFF 

Bos 

Miss PRINGLE, dramatics teacher 

Mr. Downy, driver of the school bus 

ee Halloween witches 

Baum f 

Mr. FRANKLIN 

Mr. APPLETON 

Time: Halloween night. 

SetrinG: A living room in a deserted 
house. 

At Rise: Terry and Pat, in witches’ 
costumes, sit on floor before fireplace. 
Mra, also in witches’ costume, enters 
left. She stares around cautiously and 
approaches fireplace. 

Mea (Dramatically): When shall we 
three meet again, in thunder, light- 
ning or in rain? 

Terry (Looking up): When the hurly- 
burly’s done, when the battle’s lost 
and won. (Crash of thunder) 

Pat (Overdramatic): That will be ere 
the set of sun. (Waves broomstick 
and lays it aside) 

Mec: Where the place? 

Terry: Upon the heath — 

Pat (Overdramatic): There to meet 
with Macbeth. (Mxe comes closer to 
fireplace, trips on Pat’s broomstick 
and almost falls.) 

Mxe (Sharply): Oohh! (Regains bal- 
ance. JEFF enters right.) 


Jerr: Cut! Meg, what are you trying 
to do — break your neck? 

Pat: Leave her alone, Jeff. 
her fault. 
fine. 

Jerr (Gloomily): Yeah, fine! One more 
rehearsal and there won’t be a re- 
spectable witch who’ll have anything 
to do with Macbeth. (Bos enters from 
left. To Bos) How is Mr. Dowdy 
making out with the bus? 

Bos: He’s giving the motor a going 
over now. Miss Pringle is helping 
him. 

Jerr: Miss Pringle? Boy, we’ll never 
get out of this place! Those two will 
ruin what was left of that old bus. 
We should have gone to Elkton this 
morning with the rest of the troupe. 

Terry (Rising): I think you’re terrible, 
Jeff. After all, we’re in this mess to- 
gether. 

Jerr: Mess is right! We should have 
been at Elkton High an hour ago to 
give this corny production of Mac- 
beth. Now our bus is broken down — 
it’s raining cats and dogs— and 
we’re marooned in this — (Waves 
hand) — this place! 

Pat (Rising): Well, I think we were 
lucky to find an empty house. 

Jerr: You’re an optimist, Pat. Mr. 
Dowdy probably has the crank case 
strewn all over the road, by now. 

Terry: I hope he fixes it soon. This 
house is giving me the creeps. (Crash 
of thunder) And it would have to 


It wasn’t 
(To Mea) You’re doing 





rain! Oh, I can’t imagine spending 
the night here! 

Pat: You both make me sick, Terry! 
I know a lot of people who'd love 
this house. 

JEFF: Yeah — Boris Karloff would go 
for it in a big way! (Places suitcase 
end-up and sits) 

Bos: It’s been tough for everybody. 

Jerr (Sighing): My mother didn’t tell 
me there’d be nights like this when 
I signed up as stage director for 
Hamilton High. 

Bos: Why don’t you get the bus run- 
ning if you’re in such a hurry to get 
away? 

Jerr: That bus? That old school relic 
should have been sent to Smith- 
sonian years ago! (Miss PRINGLE 
enters left. She carries a box contain- 
ing coffee, coffee utensils. An Indian 
blanket is thrown over her arm.) 

Mrss PrinGue: Is someone talking 
about me? 

Mee (Anziously): Does Mr. Dowdy 
have the bus running yet, Miss 
Pringle? 

Miss Prinete: No, but he’s making 
progress. (Jerr shakes head sadly.) I 
have a surprise, though. (Displays 
box and blanket) I found a can of 
coffee in back of the bus. Now, if we 
can build a fire in that kitchen stove, 
we'll have a hot drink. And I have a 
blanket, too! It’s not very warm in 
here. 

Jerr: I'll make the coffee on one condi- 
tion. You girls will have to change 
out of those witches’ costumes. This 
place is bad enough. (Shivers) 

Terry: C’mon, Pat. We’ll change in- 
side. 

Pat: O.K. We'll meet you in the 


kitchen, Miss Pringle. Why don’t 
you get that coffee started? 

Terry (Thoughtfully): Wait a minute! 
The water may be shut off. 

Jerr: What water? This house was 
built when plumbing was an archi- 
tect’s pipe dream. I saw a well out 
in back, though. Now, if someone 
will brave the storm and draw a 
pail . . . (Terry and Part look at 
JEFF and each one takes an arm. 
JEFF rises and sighs heavily.) O.K., 
O.K., I’m elected. (Miss PRINGLE, 
Terry, Pat and JEFF exit right.) 

Bos: Aren’t you going to change, 
Meg? 

Mra: No —I wanted to speak to you 
about something, Bob. 

Bos (Smiling): It’s always nice to talk 
to you. 

Mec: I’m serious — and I’m terribly 
frightened. 

Bos: Well, this old place isn’t exactly . 
the pause that refreshes. 

Mec: It’s more than that. Why did 
our bus have to break down in this 
exact spot? Why did we have to 
come here? 

Bos: Hey! You sound like Jeff. This 
house is keeping us dry. 

Mesa: I know that but — oh, it’s too 
simple, too prearranged. (Suddenly) 
I’m sure that someone — something 
wanted us to be in this house to- 
night! 


Just because it’s 


Bos: Take it easy! 
Halloween doesn’t mean that you 
should talk like someone who just 
drank a double witch’s brew! 


Mea: Maybe I’m wrong — but I don’t 
want to be left alone! I want to stay 
with you. The others are jittery, 





too. They know that something’s 
wrong! 

Bos: Something is wrong. Our bus 
has broken down, but Mr. Dowdy’ll 
fix it and we’ll soon be on our way to 
Elkton High. 

Mec: If I could only be sure... 

Bos: By the way, I left the script in 
the dining room. I want to check 
the props in that last scene. Pull up 
a suitcase and sit down. I’ll be back 
in a minute. 

Mea (Loudly): You’re not going to 
leave me here alone! 

Bos: Don’t be like that. (T'witches her 
chin, smiles and exits right. Thunder 
crashes off-stage and Mua sits on suit- 
case at fireplace. Mr. Downy enters 
left. He carries a monkey wrench and 
it ts obvious that he has been repairing 
a motor. Mua does not see him. He 


approaches fireplace and drops monkey 


wrench. It clatters heavily to floor. 
Mec jumps up, startled.) 

Mee: Mr. Dowdy! 

Mr. Downy (Slow drawl): Hope I 
didn’t frighten you, Miss. 

Mea: Oh, no! (Anziously) Is the bus 
ready? 

Mr. Downy (Reflectively): Now, that’s 
an interesting question. The way it 
looks to me, the carburetor is turn- 
ing over badly and the generator 
might... 

Mra (Impatiently): I don’t understand 
those things. I just wanted to know 
whether the bus was running. 

Mr. Downy (Reflectively): Well, now— 
as long as you don’t want to bother 
with details, I can answer your ques- 
tion simply. (Pulls at chin) What 
was the question? 

Mra (Impatiently): Is the bus fixed? 


(Mr. Downy shifts from one leg to 
the other, tugs at his chin, and places 
his hands heavily in his pockets.) 

Mr. Dowpy (Slowly): No! (Mze sighs 
and sits on suitcase.) But where 
there’s life there’s hope! 

Mes: If we don’t get out of here soon, 
I won’t have either! (Mr. Dowpy 
shuffles across stage and exits right. 
Thunder crashes again and a baying 
animal is heard off-stage. BEETLE and 
Baum enter left. Each carries a 
broomstick. They converse quietly, 
point towards Mra and each nods her 
head in assent. They walk upstage 
center to Mua, who looks up suddenly. 
Angrily) Terry! Pat! I thought 
Jeff asked you to get rid of those 
costumes! (BEETLE and Baum look 
at each other. BEETLE taps temple and 
shakes head.) Oh, I’ve had enough 
of your nonsense! I’m going to the 
kitchen. 

BEETLE: Don’t you like our company, 
dearie? (Mure turns suddenly.) 

Mea: Terry! You're catching cold! 
Your voice sounds terrible. 


‘Baum (To Beerte): I told you I didn’t 


15 


think she was quite right! 

Mec: Pat, if this is your idea of a joke 
— (Suddenly) What happened to 
you, anyway? You seem inches 
taller. 

Baum (Proudly): This is a special oc- 
casion. It’s Halloween! I’m wearing 
my wedgies tonight! 

Mee (Slowly): You 
different. 

Baum: I’ve sounded the same way for 
almost — (Pauses meditatively) — 
Now, let me see — oh, yes! For al- 
most one hundred years! 

Mre (Slowly): One hundred years? 


-you sound so 





Baum: Well, ninety-eight, anyway. 

Mec: Who — who are you? 

BEETLE: Let us introduce ourselves. 
My sister rambles on so. I’m Beetle. 
(Points to Baum) And this —is 
Baum! 

Mea: Beetle? Baum? 

BEETLE: Oh, I will admit it sounds 
rather foolish. People give witches 
ridiculous names, don’t you think? 
I’d much prefer to be called Hor- 
tense! 

Baum (Strutting proudly): And I’d 
make a perfect Cynthia! 

Mec: What 
here? 

BEETLE (Jndignantly) : I think I should 
ask you that question. This is our 
home! 

Baum: It was our home, dear Sister. 

Mes: You lived here? 

BEETLE: Of course! 


-what are you doing 


Why, I know 


every nook and cranny of the house. 
Baum (Quickly): We always haunt this 


It makes it so much easier 
knows the place he’s 


place. 
when 
haunting! 

Mea (Loudly): I 
You! Witches! 
look so strange! 
walk so strangely! 

BEETLE (Waving broomstick): If a 
broomstick was your chief mode of 
transportation, you’d walk strangely, 
too! (Points to suitcases) Well, aren’t 
you going to ask us to sit down? 
(Mutely, Mra turns up three suit- 
cases.) 

Baum: Not for me, dearie. After that 
dreadful ride in the storm, I doubt 
whether I’ll ever sit again. 

BEETLE: Stop complaining! Why, to 
hear you talk a person wouldn’t 


one 


I can’t believe it! 
Oh, no! And you 
And —and you 


think you were only ninety-eight 
years old. 

Merc: Why — why did you come here? 

BEETLE: We wanted to see you. (Mra 
begins to speak again but BrrrLe 
waves her impatiently aside.) And 
please stop asking questions. 

Baum (Grinning): We knew you'd be 
here. We wanted you to stay here. 
That’s why we tinkered with the bus 
engine. 

Mee: You were responsible for the 
breakdown? 

BEETLE (Proudly): Of course! 
do wonders with a hat pin! 

Mee: Why did you want me? 

Baum: We need your help, dearie. 

Mee: I — I don’t understand. 

BEETLE: In a little while, two men 
will come to this house. Mr. Frank- 
lin and Mr. Appleton. 

Mec: Franklin? Appleton? 

Baum: Yes. They’re our great-great- 
great-great-great-nephews. 

BEETLE (Glumly): I have my doubts 
about their greatness. But one 
thing is certain. One of them wants 
to steal our treasure. 

Mec: Treasure? 

BEETLE (Jmpatiently): Yes, yes, treas- 
ure! Don’t you know that all these 
old houses have treasures? 

Baum: We have a great deal of money 
in the... 

Beer.e: Baum! You promised not to 
tell. Oh, I don’t know what I’m 
going to do with this sister of mine. 

Mea: But I still don’t know why you 
wanted me to be here. 

Bret Le: We decided that you are an 
intelligent girl— even though you 
do a horrible job with Macbeth. 
(Shudders distastefully) 


I can 





Baum: We have appointed you to de- 
cide which nephew should have the 
treasure. 

Mee: That’s unfair. I don’t know 
these men. How can I decide? 

BEETLE: You'll be able to tell easily 
enough. One of the men has stolen a 
map that Baum made of the treas- 
ure room. Oh, you may be sure that 
he wants the money for a no-good 
purpose. Anyone who would steal 
..« (Clucks) 

Baum: The other nephew deserves it, 
though. We’d like to see him enjoy 
the treasure! 

Mera: Which nephew? 

BEETLE: That’s up to you to find out. 
One of the men is coming here for 
evil purposes. It’s your duty to 
keep the treasure from him! 

Baum: That’s why we tinkered with 
the bus. That’s why we wanted you 
to be here tonight! 

Mra (Rubbing head): This can’t be 
happening to me! It isn’t possible! 
(To Wrrcnes) Aren’t you afraid 
that the others will see you? 

BEETLE: No one can see us. 

Baum (Tittering): We only appear to 
those whom we want to 
(Pauses meditatively) Is whom cor- 
rect, sister? 


see us. 


Bret.e: We haven’t time for a gram- 
mar lesson now. (7'o0 Mra) I want 
you to be here when the men arrive. 
I want you to study them — and 
never let them out of your sight! I 
want you to search their suitcases, 
their coats. 

Baum (E£xcitedly): Yes, and when you 
find the man who has the treasure 
map, you’ll know that he is not de- 
serving of the money! 


Mee: How can I stop him from taking 
it? (BEETLE opens cloak and pro- 
duces long hat pin.) If he’s already 
stolen the map, he’ll stop at nothing 
to get the treasure. 

BEETLE (Waving hat pin): Nothing will 
happen to you. We'll see to that. If 
our ambitious nephew steps out of 
line, we’ll deal with him. 

Baum: Yes, we’ll be very close and no 
one will be able to see us. (T%ttering) 
Oh, isn’t this exciting, Beetle? I feel 
just like a girl again. 

BEETLE: You were always a most dis- 
tasteful little girl—and I 
you'd be still! 

Mea: But .. . (Gestures helplessly but 
BEETLE and Baum retreat into the 
shadows and exit left. Mura sits on 
suitcase and meditates. Suddenly she 
rises.) Oooh! (Mee rushes to exit 
right and crashes headlong into Bogs 
who enters carrying a script.) 

Bos: Where’s the fire? 

Mee (Breathlessly): Where did they 
go? 

Bos: Who? 

Mere: Those - 
were. Beetle! Baum! 

Bos: Take it easy! 

Mea: Oh, they were here, Bob! I saw 
them. I spoke to them! 

Bos: Who? 


Mee: Stop sounding like an owl and 
listen to me! The witches were here! 


wish 


those whatever they 


Bos: Are you sure you feel all right? 

Mee: I feel wonderful — I mean, I feel 
terrible! Oh, you don’t understand. 
(Bos places hand on Mxua’s fore- 
head.) 

Bos: Nope. Temperature normal. 


Mec: There’s nothing wrong with me. 





I told you that two witches were 
here. 

Bos (Nodding head): Yep! This some- 
times happens to people who play in 
too many performances of Macbeth. 

Mes: Please be serious! They wanted 
my help. 

Bos: Your help? 

Mec: Yes — they wanted me to pro- 
tect their treasure! (Bos leads Mrc 
to fireplace and she sits on suitcase.) 

Bos: I'll get you a little coffee and 
maybe you'll forget all this. 

Meza: Please! Two men are coming to 
this house tonight. One of them 
wants to steal the witches’ treasure. 
The witches want me to protect it 
and give it to the other man. Oh, 
don’t you understand? 

Bos: Frankly, no. 

Mec: Believe me... 

Bos: I said I’d get you some coffee. 

Mec: I’m telling you that two men 
are coming here. 

Bos (Quickly): Two men in nice, 
white jackets will be coming here 
if you don’t take it easy. 

Mec (Rising): But, it’s the truth! 
(JnrrF enters right.) 

Jerr: What’s up, kid? 

Bos: Meg imagined that she met two 
witches. 

Jerr (Sadly): As bad as that? 
was a nice girl, too. ; 

Mee (Angrily): I think you’re both 
horrible. I know two men are coming 
here tonight. One of them has stolen 
the witches’ map and now he’ll try 
to steal the treasure. 

Jerr: Whew! You certainly need some 
coffee. On second thought, I’d bet- 
ter get some myself! (Hzits right.) 

Bos: You can’t believe this nonsense! 


She 


Mec: It’s the truth! 

Bos: Do you really think that someone 
is going to trouble himself to come 
to this place in this storm? 

Mec: Wouldn’t you come—for a 
witch’s treasure? 

Bos: Oh, brother! Why, in a minute 
you'll have me believing that some- 
one is knocking on the door and... 
(Sharp rap on door left.) 

Mee (Nodding defiantly): I told you 
so! (Bos exits left and returns with 
FRANKLIN. FRANKLIN ts a pleasant 
young man carrying a suitcase. His 
coat is drenched.) 

FRANKLIN: I thought my eyes were 
playing tricks on me when I saw 
the lamp light flickering through the 
window. This place is supposed to 
be deserted. 

Bos: Supposed to be is right! 

FRANKLIN: My name is.. . 

Msc (Quickly): Appleton! 

FRANKLIN: Appleton? (Smiling) No, 
my name is Franklin. Why did you 
think my name was Appleton? 

Mee: It doesn’t matter. You wouldn’t 
believe it, anyway. No one believes 
it. (Mee glares at Bos, who grins 
uncomfortably.) 

Bos: We’re stranded here in the storm. 
We hope to be on our way in a little 
while. 

FRANKLIN: I guess I’m here for the 
same reason. Boy, it certainly is 
coming down. 

Mze (Slowly): Are you sure that’s why 
you’re here? Didn’t you come for 

. . another reason? 

FRANKLIN: Another reason? 

Bos (Interrupting): You'll have to for- 
give my friend. She’s a little upset. 

FRANKLIN: Yes, I can see that. 





Bos: You’d better get rid of that wet 
coat. You can leave it in the other 
room. There’s fresh coffee out in 


the kitchen. 
FRANKLIN: That’s the best news I’ve 
I’ll see you later. 


heard all day. 
(Exits right) 

Mee (Triumphantly): You see? I was 
right! He came to this house! 

Bos: Coincidence. 

Mea: How can anyone be so obstinate? 

Bos: I still don’t believe that witch 
stuff. 

BEETLE (Voice off-stage): He is a very 
obstinate man, dearie! 

MEG (Answering): No one wants to be- 
lieve me. 

Bos: Did you say something? 

Mee (Quickly): Oh, no — no! 

Bos: I could swear you said something. 

Mec (Slowly): You — you didn’t hear 
anyone else’s voice? 

Bos: Of course not. 
wearily on suttcase.) 

Mec: Then it’s worse than I thought! 

Bos: Mr. Franklin probably thinks 
you're a fugitive from a straight 
jacket! 

Mes: I don’t care what he thinks! I’m 
telling you . . . (Sharp rap on door 
left.) 

Bos (Scratching head): I don’t know 
what this is all about — but here 
goes! (Hzits left. Returns with Ap- 
PLETON. APPLETON regards Bos and 
Mzeé strangely and walks to fireplace.) 

APPLETON (Cautiously): What are you 
two doing here? 

Bos: It seems to be a public place. 
Times Square never did a more rush- 
ing business! 

App.Leron (Startled): There are others? 

Bos: Oh, yes. 


(Mec sinks 


Mee: How did you get here, Mr. 
Appleton? (AppLeron stares at 
MEG.) 

APPLETON: How did you know my 
name? 

Mee: Oh — oh, didn’t you teil me? 

AppLeton: I never teil strangers my 
name. 

Mec: Well...I... 

Bos (Quickly): Maybe she met you 
some place before. 

ApPLetTOoN: That isn’t likely. 

Bos: What difference does it make? 
We’re all in the same boat and we 
might as well try to get along until 
the storm breaks. 

AppLeton: I don’t get along well with 
— strangers! (Eztts right) 

Bos: Now, there’s a cheerful sort. 

Mee: Oh, Bob! Everything is happen- 
ing just as the witches told me. 
Those two men are here! 

Bos: Yeah, it’s more than I can under- 
stand. 

Mee: Please believe — and help me. 

Bos: What can I do? 

Meza: One of those men is after the 
treasure. We must stop him. 

Bos: But we don’t even know which 
one has the map. 

Mec: I have to find it. 

Bos: It’s risky business. 

Mec: Get both of them to stay in here. 
I can search their coats! 

Bos: Well, I don’t know . . 

Mec: Help me, Bob! 

Bos (Relenting): Well, maybe .. . 
(Suddenly) No! I won’t let you talk 
me into this! The whole business is 
crazy. I don’t know how you knew 
the men were coming here or where 
you learned their names. Witches! 
Treasure! I won’t let you get hurt. 





MEG (Defiantly): Very well! I’ll search 
myself. You don’t have to help me! 
(Turns to exit right) 

Bos: Meg... 

Mee: And you’ll be sorry if anything 
happens to me. (Confidentially) I 
don’t like that Mr. Appleton. I’m 
going to search his coat first! (Jnrr, 
Miss Princiz and Mr. Downy enter 
right.) 

Jerr: There are two guys here. 
place is jumping. 

Bos (Nodding): In more ways than 
one. 

Mec (Huffily): I won’t bother you any 
more! (Exits right) 

Jerr: And Meg is acting balmy. 

Bos (7'0 Mr. Downy): We have to get 
that bus running. We have to get 
out of this place — and fast! 

Mr. Downy: Well, now, that presents 
a problem. I have to give this a 
whole lot of thought. 
gage and cups hands) 

Miss PrinGuie: Mr. Dowdy! 
exasperating! 


This 


(Sits on lug- 
You’re 


Mr. Dowpy: Patience, Miss Pringle. 

Miss PRINGLE (Impatiently): Oh! I'd 
like to fix that bus myself! (Exits left. 
Mr. Dowpy stands, hitches trousers, 
and saunters slowly after her.) 


Jerr: By the time Dowdy gets to fix- 
ing that bus, the automobile will be 
a thing of the past! 
What’s the matter with you, boy? 


(Regards Bos) 


Bos: I’m worried about Meg. 

Jerr: Yes, she hasn’t been herself. 
(Enter from right Terry and Part, in 
street clothes and carrying suitcases.) 

Terry: What’s the matter with Meg? 
Those two fellows are out in the 
kitchen having 


coffee and _ she’s 


snooping around in the dining room 
very mysteriously. 

Bos: The dining room? 

Pat: Yes, it almost looked as though 
she were searching their coats. 

Bos (Slapping forehead): Oh, no! 

Pat: Oh, yes! And I wouldn’t want 
that Appleton to find me going 
through his things. 
one. 

Bos: I have to stop her. (Hzxits right) 

Jerr (Motioning toward suitcases): 
Where are you Sarah Bernhardts 
going? 

Terry: We’re not going to stay here 
another minute! 

Pat: I’ve had enough of this place, 
thank you! 

Jerr (Mocking): What’s wrong? This 
place is beginning to grow on me. 
Terry: Well, it will look a good deal 
better than that thing you call a 
head, Jeff Ashton! Do you think 
we’re going to stay and be murdered? 

Pat: It’s that dreadful Mr. Appleton! 

Jerr: He’s a little strange. 

Terry: That’s putting it mildly. Why, 
the way he looked at everyone in the 
kitchen, I’m sure he was sizing us up 
for a noose! 

Jerr: We’re intruders, too. 

Pat: He’s not a regular traveler. 
didn’t have any luggage. 

Terry: No, he’s here on mysterious 


He’s a funny 


He 


business. 

JEFF: It’s a long walk to Elkton High, 
girls. 

Pat: We’ll wait in the bus. 

Terry: And if you have any sense, 
you'll leave, too! (Par and Terry 
exit left.) 

Jerr (Half-aloud): Those silly girls! 
As though there was anything in 





this house to frighten them! (Thun- 
der crashes. Jerr jumps with fright.) 
Hey! For Pete’s sake — wait for 
me! (JEFF exits left. Bos and Msc 
enter right. Bos appears very angry 
and Mra is quite excited. She waves 
a large piece of paper.) 

Bos: Meg, I’ve had enough! You’re 
going to wait in the bus with the 
others. 

Mee: But Bob... 

Bos: Not another word. You’ve upset 
everyone and now you’re a nervous 
wreck, yourself. 

Mee: Bob... 

Bos: And around those 
strangers’ clothes! Suppose they saw 
you? (MEG stamps foot impatiently.) 

Meza: Will you listen to me? 

Bos: I’ve had enough . . . 

Mee (Quickly): I found the map! 
found the map! 

Bos (Helplessly): Here we go again! 

Mec: I have the witches’ treasure map! 

Bos (Disbelief): What? 

Mec: It was in his coat! 

Bos: Whose coat? 

Mec: That terrible man’s! 

Bos: If you’d only make sense . 

Mee (Quickly): I searched Appleton’s 
and Franklin’s coats while they were 
in the kitchen. It was in his pocket. 
(Opens map and hands it to Bos) 
There’s a secret room in the cellar. 
See? 

Bos (Studying map): You may have 
something. 

Mea: Of course I’m right. I told you 
so all the time. 

Bos: That witch stuff is more than I 
can take. 

Mea: This is proof. 

Bos (Waving map): This is nothing! 


snooping 


I 


21 


(Folds map and hands it to Mza) 
This could be a blueprint of any- 
one’s cellar. 

Mec: You don’t believe me? (Angrily) 
You still won’t believe .. . 

Bos: I think you’re a meddlesome 
little snoop and I suggest that you 
put that map — that blueprint — 
back in the coat pocket. 

Mee (Despairing): Oh, Bob! 

Bos: Which man had the map, any- 
way? 

Mee: Mr. Appleton. I knew he was 
the culprit all the time. 

Bos: Culprit? You sound like a soap 
opera. 

Mea (Determined): I’m going to see 
this through. I can’t let Beetle and 
Baum down now. 

Baum (Off-stage): Tell him, girlie! 
(Chuckles) 

Mee (Answering): I'll tell him, all 
right! 

Bos (Slowly): Are you talking to your- 
self again? 

Mea: Oh, never mind! If you won’t 
help me, someone else will. I’m 
going to speak to Mr. Franklin about 
this whole thing. 

Bos: Franklin? That’s a laugh! He 
thinks you’re balmy. 

Mea: He won’t think that when I tell 
him about the witches’ treasure. It 
really belongs to him, you know. 
He’s the deserving great-great-great- 
great- ... (Falters) nephew! 

Bos (Waving finger): Meg Allen! I’m 
going out to the kitchen to gather 
our coffee things — and you’re com- 
ing to the bus when I get back! 

Mee: No! 

Bos: We'll see about that! (Bos exits 
right. Mure quickly tucks map in fold 





of witch’s costume. BEETLE enters 
left.) 

Brert.e: You did a fine job, dearie. 

Mec: Oh, Beetle! You frightened me! 

BEETLE (Sadly): Witches are always 
frightening people. It’s most dis- 
concerting. 

Mee (Quickly): I—I have to stop 
Appleton. When he finds the map is 
missing from his coat, he’ll . 
(Shudders) 

BEETLE: Yes, I know. 

Mec: Oh, that stubborn Bob! He 
won’t help. He’s going to make me 
leave. 

BEETLE: Yes, I heard him threaten to 
take you away. 

Mec: What can I do? 
Where’s Baum? 

BEErtLE: She’s out in the kitchen. She 
thought it might be wise to dissuade 
your young man from leaving too 


(Suddenly) 


soon. (Loud crash and Bos’s shouts 


are heard off-stage. Clattering and 
general confusion off-stage follow. 
In a moment, Baum enters right, 
carrying a bundle of men’s clothes.) 

Mec (Worried): What happened? 

Baum (Smugly): I don’t think Bob will 
want to leave after all. 

Mes: You didn’t hurt him! 

Baum: Of course not. I merely helped 
him to decide to remain indoors for 
a little while. 

Mec: What did you do? 

Baum: I borrowed his clothing! (Dis- 
plays coat and trousers) 

Mee: Oohh! 

BEETLE: Come, Baum, we must leave. 
(To Mea) But we'll be back. (Baum 
places Boxs’s clothes on one of the 
suitcases and the two WiTCcHES exit 
left. Ma shakes head with bewilder- 


ment as APPLETON enters, unnoticed, 
right. He steps quickly forward and 
grips Mxue’s arm.) 

Mee (Turning): Mr. Appleton! 

AppLeton: You have something that 
belongs to me. 

Mee (Smiling uneasily): What ever 
gave you that idea? 

AppLeTon: I saw you searching my 
coat while I was in the kitchen. 

Mee: Oh, no... 

AppLeton: The map is missing. 

Mec: Missing? 

AppLeton (Threatening): I want that 
map! 

Mea: I don’t know what you’re talking 
about. 

Appieton: You know what I mean. 
You’ve been against me since I got 
here. 

Mee (Surprised): Me? 

AppLeton: You knew my name. You 
knew I was coming here. 

Mec: Well, that’s hard to explain. 

AppLeTon (Loudly): I don’t want ex- 
planations! I want the map! 
(Tightens hold on Mua’s arm) 

Mec: You’re hurting me! 

AppLeTon: I’m _ sorry — but 
have to give up that map. 

Mea: No! (Tries to struggle free and 
breaks ApPLETON’s grip. She runs 
toward left and APPLETON, after 
stumbling over suitcase, follows quickly. 
He catches her and spins her around. 
APPLETON stands with back to door 
left. A broomstick is waved from door 
and hits him on his head. APPLETON 
staggers oul. BreTte and Baum 
enter left. Breer e still brandishes her 
broomstick.) 


you'll 


BEETLE: I knew this wretched broom- 





stick would be good for something 
else besides flying. 

Mea: You saved my life! 

Breette (Chuckling): I haven’t had 
such exciting fun in years. 

Baum: And I have the next turn! 

Mee (Quickly): Vl have to find Mr. 
Franklin and give him the map. The 
treasure belongs to him. 

BEETLE (Sighing): Yes, we've finally 
found the nephew worthy of our 
treasure. 

Baum (Sadly, to Berrie): Must we 
leave now? 

BEETLE (Nodding): In a little while. 
(BEETLE bows towards Mxe and exits 
with Baum left. FRANKLIN, very 
excited, enters right.) 

FRANKLIN (Quickly): Where is every- 
body? 

Mea (Turning): Mr. Franklin! I 
wanted to see you. 

FRANKLIN: And I wanted to see you! 

Muze: Did you know there’s a valuable 
treasure in this house? 

FRANKLIN (Cautiously): Who told you 
about it? 

Mea: It doesn’t matter. The im- 
portant thing is the treasure is yours! 

FRANKLIN: Mine? 

Mea: Yes, Appleton came here for the 
treasure, but I took his map. 

FRANKLIN: You — you have the map? 

Mea: Yes. (Produces map and unfolds 
it. Hands it to FRANKLIN) There’s 
the cellar and (Pointing) there’s the 
treasure room! (FRANKLIN studies 
map and breaks into raucous laugh- 
ter.) 

FRANKLIN (Laughing): I can’t believe 
it. 

Mec: But it’s true. 

FRANKLIN: It’s too good to be true! 


Mee (Uneasily): Please, don’t laugh 
like that. Go find the treasure now. 
You have to believe me! (FRANKLIN 
stops laughing.) 

FRANKLIN: Is anyone else in the house? 

Mere: Why — why do you ask? 

FRANKLIN (Loudly): Is anyone here? 

Meza: N — no. 

FRANKLIN: Good! 

Mzce (Slowly): Please get the treasure. 
The map will show you the way. 
FRANKLIN: I don’t need the map! I 

memorized every line of it! 

Mee: In that short time? 

FRANKLIN: That wasn’t the first time I 
saw the map. (Moves closer to Mua) 
I brought the map here to this 
house! 

Mee: You? 

FRANKLIN: Yes, I stole the map! 

Mec: That’s impossible! 

FRANKLIN: The map was in our family 
safe deposit vault for years. I got 
curious about it one day and I took 
it when I had the chance! 

Mee (Slowly): You stole the map! 

FrRaNKLIN: Yes. When I got here to- 
night, I wasn’t planning to meet 
that meddlesome Appleton. I left 
the map in my coat pocket and he 
probably took it and put it in his 
own. That’s why you found the map 
in his pocket! (Maza steps away.) 

Mee (Slowly): If —if you stole the 
map, then you don’t deserve the 
treasure! Oh, what a mistake I 
made! You are the nephew that 
Beetle and Baum warned me about! 

FRANKLIN: I don’t know what you’re 
talking about, but if you think I’m 
going to take the treasure, you’re so 
right! And there’s no one to stop 
me. No one! 





Mee: You can’t take the treasure! 

FRANKLIN: Yes I can—and no one 
will ever know. (Steps toward MxEc) 
You won’t tell anyone! (Lunges at 
Mac but stops suddenly and grips his 
left shoulder and cries in pain) Oohh! 
(Grips his right shoulder) Oowww! 

Baum (Voice off-stage): That’s unfair, 
sister. (After a 
series of sharp cries of pain, FRANK- 
LIN staggers out left and re-enters with 
pail over head. He finally tugs pail 
loose and hurls it across stage.) 

FRANKLIN: W — what happened? 

Mee: I told you you couldn’t have 
the treasure! 

FRANKLIN: This place is bewitched! 

Mec: You’d better leave if you know 
what’s good for you. 

FRANKLIN: I’m going as loony as this 
house! 

Mee (Determined): The map, please! 
(FRANKLIN thrusts map at Mra. She 
folds it and places it in pocket of cos- 
tume.) And now, you’d better leave! 

FRANKLIN: Leave? Nothing could keep 

I don’t want the 

I’m clearing out before I 
meet up with any more old witches! 

BEETLE (Voice off-stage): Old witches, 
is it? (FRANKLIN hollers loudly and 
grasps at seat of trousers. He dances 
in pain around stage and exits left; 
enter BEETLE and Baum. BEETLE 
proudly displays her hat pin, wipes it 
on the sleeve of her cloak.) I always 
said there’s nothing like a hat pin! 

Baum (Offended): It was still my turn! 

Mec: I —I don’t know how to thank 
you. 

BEETLE: You did us a great favor. If 
it weren’t for you, the treasure 
might have fallen into wrong hands. 


It was my turn! 


me in this place. 
treasure. 


Poor Mr. Appleton! I hope his 
head won’t hurt where I was forced 
to hit him with the broomstick. 

Baum (Chuckling): One thing is cer- 
tain. Mr. Franklin’s head won’t 
hurt! 

Mxza: But why did you come back? I 
thought you had left. 

BEETLE: It was Baum’s fault, as usual. 
She forgot her broomstick. She left 
it in the hall. 

Mea: It was lucky for me. (Suddenly) 
But I have to give the map to Mr. 
Appleton. Oh, what he must think 
of me! 

BEETLE: He’ll be happy to get the 
treasure — and he deserves it. 
(Quickly) But we really must leave 
now. There’s a wonderful tail wind 

- ideal for flying! 

Baum: Goodbye, Meg. We hope to see 
you soon. 

Mee (Laughing): I hope to see you 
again, too—but not too soon! 
(BEETLE and Baum exit left. Ina 
moment APPLETON enters left. He 
walks unsteadily and he rubs his head. 
Mee leads him to suitcase where he 
sits.) 

Mee: I’m terribly sorry. 

AppLeton (Shaking head): Oh, I de- 
served it, I guess. 

Mea: Well, you weren’t too sociable. 

AppLETON: Sociable? I knew that 
Franklin was here for the treasure. I 
thought that you were his partner! 

Mec: Me? 

APPLETON: What else could I believe? 
You knew my name. You knew I 
was coming here. Yes, I thought 
that Franklin had persuaded you to 
help him steal the treasure. But 
just now I saw him running for dear 





life, shouting, “I’m no match for 
that girl!” 

Mea (Smiling): And I thought you 
were the guilty person. 

AppLeton: I knew he had the map and 
I took it from his coat. I didn’t have 
time to find a better hiding place so 
I put it in my own! 

Mec: And I found it! 

APPLETON: I —I didn’t want to hurt 
you — but I wanted to get the map. 
When I found out that you had it — 
well, I was pretty sure that you were 
working with Franklin! 

Mra: We both made mistakes, but the 
map is yours! (Produces map and 
hands it to AppLETON) You’d better 
search that cellar now before some- 
one else barges in. 

APPLETON (Rising): Check! (Walks to 
exit right and turns) How — how did 
you manage that rap on the head? 


Mea (Smiling): We'll call it a little 
black magic! (APPLETON shrugs and 


exits, Terry, Pat, Jerr, Miss 
PRINGLE and Mr. Downy enter left.) 

Terry: C’mon, Meg. The bus is run- 
ning. 

Pat: Mr. Dowdy fixed it. 

Miss PrinGue (/ndignantly): He did 
nothing of the kind. I practically 
fixed it myself! 

Mr. Downy (Unconcerned): 
Ma’am. 

JerF: We have to step on it if we’re 
ever going to get to Elkton High. 


Yes, 


(Mec begins to pick up suitcases with 
Terry and Pat’s help.) Where’s 
Bob? (Mua suddenly drops suitcases.) 

Mee (Horrified): Bob! (Glances at his 
clothes on the suitcase) Oh, I forgot! 
(Bos enters right. Miss PRINGLE’s 
Indian blanket is draped around him.) 

Bos (Angrily): Meg Allen! Wait’ll I 
get my hands on you! (He starts to 
shake fist at Mra but has to grab 
blanket quickly.) 

Mega: Control yourself, Bob. (Steps 
away) Everything is all right. The 
treasure belonged to Mr. Appleton 
and we routed Mr. Franklin. 

Bos (Threatening): I’m going to do a 
little routing of my own! (Sees clothes 
on suitcase and picks them up) 

Miss PrinGie (Pointing to blanket): 
Why are you wearing that thing? 

Bos: If I weren’t wearing it, you’d 
probably faint! (Terry and Pat 
laugh.) 

Terry: Bob, you’re a natural! 

Pat: Yes, you’ll be great in our next 
play. 

Bos: Macbeth? 

Pat: No — HIAWATHA! (Everyone 
laughs and Bos, stone-faced at first, 
grins slightly, finally laughs. Curtain) 


THE END 


Because of the popularity of this play, it is reprinted 
here from the October, 1953, issue. 


(Production Notes on page 26) 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 
(Play on pages 13-25) 


WHEN THE Hurtysur.y’s Done 


Characters: 5 male; 6 female. 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. 

Costumes: Witches’ capes and loafers or 
saddle shoes for Terry, Pat and Meg; 
Terry and Pat change later to modern dress. 
Complete witches’ costumes for Beetle and 
Baum, including hats, wigs, and make-up, 
and high-heeled wedgies for Baum. Mr. 
Dowdy wears a bus driver’s uniform; 
others wear everyday modern dress. Coats 
for Miss Pringle and Mr. Dowdy, for 
Franklin and Appleton when they enter, 
and for Terry and Pat when they walk out 
before the end. 

Properties: Several suitcases, three broom- 
sticks, box containing coffee and coffee 
utensils, blanket, hat pin, map, pail, script, 
monkey wrench. 

Setting: Living room in a deserted house. 
There is a fireplace upstage center and an 
exit left leading to the outside. An exit 
right leads to the dining room and kitchen. 
A lighted oil lamp stands on a table down- 
stage center; suitcases around the fireplace 
serve as improvised chairs. 

Lighting: If possible, light should come chiefly 
from the fireplace and the oil lamp, leaving 
the corners of the stage in shadows. 
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@ If you are a subscriber you may ob- 
tain additional copies of any of the 
plays published in PLAYS for use 
by members of the cast. 


@ By purchasing play scripts you can 
save time and effort spent in copy- 
ing parts. 


@ We can supply you with copies of 
plays from current and past issues. 


Subscribers pay ole 85 cents per script! 


When ordering, be sure to give name 
under which subscription is listed. 
(Otherwise the price of each play is 50 
cents per copy.) 


To eliminate bookkeeping we suggest that 
payment accompany orders, especially for 
small quantities. 
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Space Suit with Roses 


by Juliet Garver 


Characters 
Mrs. MARTIN 
Mr. MaArtTIN 
JANE MARTIN 
MAuREEN MARTIN 
Miss VANDEVERE, a dress designer 
Miss Harrison, her assistant 
Miss BLACKSTONE, @ technical adviser 
PENNY WIcKForpD, a 7'V celebrity 
Younc Man 
SHor GIru 
Dress GIRL 
PocketTBooK GIRL 
Hat Giri 


SertinG: The Martin living room. 


At Rise: The Martin family is on-stage. 
Mrs. MARTIN ts sewing a hem in a 


dress. Mr. MArtIn is reading a 
magazine. MAUREEN is doing her 
nails. JANE is standing on a chair, 
measuring the top of the window with 
a yardstick. 

Mr. Martin (Looking up from maga- 
zine): You know, those new, in- 
flated space suits are amazing. You 
can carry around your own air- 
conditioning, heating . . . (Smiles) 
everything to keep the space travel- 
ler happy. 

Maureen: Those space suits sure look 
like something from outer space, all 
right. Give me a good, old-fashioned 
football uniform any day. 

JANE (Without turning around): On 
you a space suit would look charm- 
ing. 


MaurEEN: Thank you, Miss Future 
Housewife of America. 

Mrs. Martin (Amused): What kind 
of a title is that? 

Mr. Martin: Our daughters are title 
mad. Miss Grapefruit, Miss Tomato 
Juice, Miss Wrinkle-in-her-Stocking. 

MavrEEN: Miss Future Housewife is 
the only one that really fits Jane. 

JANE (Waves yardstick, without turning 
around.): Flattery will get you no- 
where. 

MaAvurREEN: Honestly, Jane’s so do- 
mesticated. She’ll probably end up 
taking Home Economics in college. 

Mr. Martin: Good idea! Just what 
every girl needs. There’d be a lot 
less stomach trouble in the world 
today if more girls knew how to cook. 
(Looks at wife.) Of course, I don’t 
mean you, dear. 

Mrs. Martin: I know. 

MaureEkn: I suppose you mean me. ° 

Mr. Martin: Uh huh. I feel sorry 
for your poor husband already. He'll 
need ulcer pills and Donnatol and 
tranquilizers. 

MavurEEN: There’s a lot more to life 
than cooking, sewing and keeping 
the home fires burning. 

Mr. Martin: Comes in very handy. 
(JANE comes down off chair.) 

JANE (Writes numbers down on small 
pad.): 35 by 74... mmm — I 
wonder if I have enough material. 
(Goes over to wrapped package on 
desk, starts to undo string) 





Mrs. Martin: You know, Jane, for 
once I think I agree with Maureen. 
There are other things in life besides 
cooking and keeping house. 

Mr. Martin: Yes, like waiting on your 
husband, bringing his pipe and 
slippers. 

Mrs. Martin: No, I’m serious. I 
used to think I’d do something with 
the piano. I took lessons for nine 
years. Imagine, nine years of lessons, 
practicing, dreaming. 

MAvREEN: Dreaming? 

Mrs. Martin (Nods): I used to dream 
about being on the concert stage. 
I saw myself all alone on a huge, 
bare stage with nothing but a con- 
cert grand piano on it... 
I was dressed in a white net formal. 
(Gives self-conscious laugh.) 
times when I practiced at home, I 
used to pretend I was playing for an 
audience. When I got through prac- 
ticing, (She stands up) I got up and 
bowed (She bows.) and smiled. 

MAvuREEN: You never told us. Not a 
word. 

Mrs. Martin: Because I didn’t make 
it. 

Mr. Martin (Smiles): Because I 
talked her out of it. (Winks) Never 
underestimate the power of a man. 

MaAvrREEN: Don’t worry, I don’t. 


and me. 


Some- 


JANE (Finally gets the package open): 


This is such nice material. It should 
wash and wear well. It’s drip-dry. 
MAUREEN (Disgusted): Drip-dry! See 
what I mean? A girl should have 
some glamour, not be such an ob- 
vious candidate for the kitchen and 
apron routine. Jane can cook and 
bake and sew. . . and it looks like 
she’s never going to do anything ex- 


28 


citing or adventurous in her whole 
life. 

JANE: I don’t see you going off on 
African safaris or on trips to the 
moon either. 

Mr. Martin: Maybe I’m behind the 
times but it’s not a crime these days 
for a girl to cook and sew, is it? 

Mrs. Martin: Of course not. Mau- 
reen, I think you’re being very un- 
fair to your sister. 

MAvREEN: I’m just saying that women 
want more today than just being 
Queen of the Kitchen. They want 
their own little corner of the world. 
Yes, maybe even a corner of the 
universe, now that we’re going to 
start space travelling. 

Mr. Martin: I’m against it. First 
thing you know, we'll have women 
travelling to the moon. 

MAUREEN: Sure we will. 

JANE: Not me. I’m happy right here. 
Look. (Holds up material) How do 
you like it? The flowers will brighten 
the whole room, and the material 
was a remnant. A real bargain. 

Mr. Martin: That’s what I like to 
hear. 

MavureEEN (Disgustedly): It’s hopeless. 
Jane, I’ll bet when you go out with 
a boy, you tell him peaches are 30 
cents a pound, grapes two for 29, 
and have you seen the new vacuum 
cleaner? It’s the greatest. 

JANE (Ignores her, goes over to window 
and holds up material): See? See 
what this material will do for this 
room? 

Mrs. Martin: Very pretty. 
flowers in a room. 

MavreEEN: I like flowers, too... 
corsage box. 


I like 


in a 





JANE ([gnores her again.) : There’s a new 
kind of pleating . . . you just sew it 
on and the pleats come out per- 
fectly. 

MAvREEN (Yawns, acts obviously bored.): 
If everyone will excuse me, I’ll go 
upstairs and try on my new, false 
eyelashes. (She exits.) 

Mr. Martrn: False eyelashes! 

Mrs. Martin (Smiling): I’m afraid so. 

JANE (Matter-of-factly): It’s the latest 
craze. (Takes material, folds it over 
couch, starts measuring with yard- 
stick.) 

Mrs. Martin: Jane, maybe Maureen’s 
got a point. Maybe you should act 

well — just a little bit less prac- 
tical once in a while. 

JANE (Looks up, surprised.): What? 

Mrs. Martin: You know, dear — do 
silly things like the rest of the girls. 
I don’t mean you have to use purple 
nail polish or put on false eyelashes 
but you’re so serious all the time. 

Mr. Martin: Yes, you should get out 
more and have some fun. 

JANE: But I’m not unhappy. 

Mrs. Martin: There’s so much time 
for things like cooking and sewing 
later in life, when you have a home 
of your own and your own family. 
Now’s the time for you to have fun. 

JANE: You think I’m boring, too? 

Mrs. Martin: No, darling, of course 
not. I just think you need a change. 
You’re in an awful rut. 

Mr. Martin: All your Mother and I 
are saying, Jane, is that we want 
you to have some excitement in 
your young life. 

JANE: But how? How do I do it? 
I don’t know how to make life ex- 
citing. Things don’t happen to me. 
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Nothing ever happens that’s ex- 
citing. That’s why I do all these 
things around the house, to keep 
busy. It’s better than mooning out 
a window, or sitting and sighing, 
isn’t it? 

Mrs. Martin: Think about it, Jane. 
Maybe you should join a club, be 
more active socially instead of stay- 
ing home so much. 

Mr. Martin: All this talk about Jane’s 
cooking has made me hungry. 

JANE: Oh, good! I made some pine- 
apple-upside down cake this morn- 
ing. Oops, there I go again. Miss 
Housewife of America. 

Mr. Martin: Never mind, honey, 
someday, some man’s going to ap- 
preciate you very much. (Smiles) 
I do already. (Starts to exit) 

Mrs. Martin: I’ll make some fresh 
coffee to go with the cake. (They 
both exit.) 

JANE (Gathers up the material and 
throws it in a heap on the floor.): All 
right, so I’m a bore! That’s me. 
What was it Maureen said? Oh 
yes, domesticated as a floor mop. 
That’s what she told me yesterday. 
A floor mop. Not a very pretty 
description. Not the kind of girl a 
boy would want to date. (Sits down 
on couch) Maureen’s catty but she’s 
right. What boy would want to go 
out with a floor mop? Boys may 
like mothers who bake good choco- 
late cakes but girls are just supposed 
to look pretty (Looks coy) and silly 

- (Giggles) and helpless (Leans back on 
couch, yawns). Oh, I’m tired — so 
sleepy — (Yawns) I think I'll take 
a nap, my beauty sleep. (Laughs) 
Then I’ll make those curtains later 





— later. (Yawns, lies down) Even a 
floor mop gets a chance to rest — 
rest — floor mop. (JANE closes her 
eyes and sleeps. Miss VANDEVERE, 
a fashionably over-dressed woman, 
enters. She is followed by Miss 
HarRISON, her assistant, who carries 
a tape measure, a notebook and a 
pencil.) 

Miss VANDEVERE: Are you sure, ab- 
solutely, positively sure this is the 
right address? 

Miss Harrison: Yes, Miss Vandevere. 

Miss VANDEVERE (Sees material on 
chair): Ah, mais oui, here it 
(Holds up material) Like a breath of 
spring, isn’t it, Harrison? 

Miss Harrison: Yes, Miss Vandevere. 

Miss VANDEVERE: Like an old-fash- 
ioned garden in a terribly modern 
world. Make a note of that, Har- 
rison. 


is. 


Miss Harrison (Takes pencii and note- 
book out of smock pocket): Yes, Miss 
Vandevere. 


Miss VANDEVERE (Jndicating JANE 
asleep on couch): And here’s the 
young lady who set off the first 
atom bomb in the fashion world. 
Write that down, too. You never 
can tell when we can use it for ad- 
vertising. 

Miss Harrison: Yes, Miss Vandevere. 
(Writes it down.) 

JANE (Stirs, opens her eyes, sits wp, looks 
around startled): Who — who are 
you? 

Miss VANDEVERE: Ah, you’re a very 
lucky girl. 

Miss Harrison (Echoes): A very lucky 
girl. 

Miss VANDEVERE: Women travel thou- 
sands of miles to see me, and now I 


JANE: I still don’t understand. 
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have travelled all this distance just 
to see you! 

Jane: But I . . . I don’t know you. 

Miss VANDEVERE (Dramatically): I am 
Violet Vandevere. 

Miss Harrison: The Violet Vande- 
vere. 

JANE (Obviously doesn’t know who it is): 
Oh. I’m Jane Martin. I’m not 
famous or anything. 

Miss VANDEVERE: 
Enchanting! 

Miss Harrison: Enchanting. 


Such modesty! 


Why 
are you here? 
Miss Harrison: Miss Vandevere is 
the country’s outstanding dress de- 
signer. Her clothes are found in all 

the best closets. 

Miss VANDEVERE: Thank you, Har- 
rison. 

JANE (Repeats siowly): Vi... olet Van . . 
de . . vere. (Getting excited) I re- 
member now. I saw you on TV. 
Imagine! Violet Vandevere. Here 
in my house! Just wait till I tell 
my sewing teacher. She won’t be- 
lieve it. Maybe you could come to 
my sewing class and meet her. 

Miss Harrison (Shakes her head): 
Miss Vandevere has a very busy 
schedule. She’s due at the White 
House tomorrow to show some new 
designs to the First Lady. 

JANE (Impressed): The White House! 
I went through it last year during 
spring vacation. It was just a 
quick tour but I’ll never forget it 
as long as I live. 

Miss VANDEVERE (Very sophisticated): 
How charming. 

JANE: But, why did you come to see 
me? 





Miss Harrison: Miss Vandevere is 
going to offer you a job for the sum- 
mer. 

JANE: Me? Why me? I can sew, but 
I’m no bargain. I — (Laughs self- 
consciously) even my own family 
don’t think I’m much. 

Miss VANDEVERE: Amazing! In- 
credible modesty! Here you are, a 
national figure, the inventor of a 
space suit for women. 

Jane: Me? I am? I did? 

Miss VANDEVERE: But surely my dear 
you must have read what they said 
about you in Time magazine? 

JANE: Me! In Time magazine? 

Miss VANDEVERE: This, Harrison, is 
the mark of true greatness. A figure 
of Miss Martin’s importance who 
simply rises above her press. 

JANE: But I didn’t know — I mean — 

Miss VaANpEeverRE: Vogue, Harper’s 
Bazaar, McCall's, The Ladies’ Home 
Journal — even Esquire has a huge 
spread on you. 

JANE (Rallying): Well, of course I saw 
all those. 

Miss VANDEVERE (/Her eyes lighting on 
the flowered curtain material): Oh, 
and look here. Isn’t this exciting? 
The original material for Milady’s 
Space Suit. 

JANE: I was going to make living-room 
drapes. 

Miss VANDEVERE (Condescending) : 
How provincial. 

JANE (Laughs): Yes, wasn’t it? 

Miss VANDEVERE: You'll learn about 
the world, the sophisticated world, 
working for me this summer. Come, 
Harrison, we have a plane to catch. 

Miss Harrison: Yes, Miss Vandevere. 

Miss VANDEVERE: See you this sum- 


mer, Jane. And in your next press 
interview, be sure to tell them your 
future is in the hands of Violet 
Vandevere. (They exit in a sweeping, 
dramatic, exaggerated way.) 

JANE (Dancing with excitement): Violet 
Vandevere! Coming to see me. 
Asking me to work for her. And Time 
and Vogue and all those magazines 
writing about me. Me, dull, stodgy 
Jane Martin, the inventor of Mi- 
lady’s Space Suit. (Miss Brack- 
STONE comes onstage, wearing a tail- 
ored suit and carrying a portable type- 
writer ) 

Miss BiacksTrone: Good afternoon. 
I’m Miss Blackstone. I’m reporting 
here in a liaison capacity for Air 
Force Research Command. (Goes 
over to desk, sets typewriter on it) 

JANE: How do you do. I’m Jane 
Martin. 

Miss BiackstoNe (Opens typewriter 
case): Everyone knows that. Down 
to the last gum-chewing clerk in our 
office. 


JANE: I still can’t get over everyone 
knowing about me! 


Miss BuacksToNe: Your space suit 
has made quite a stir in official 
circles. Of course, I personally 
think it has some technical flaws. 

JANE (Agrees eagerly): So do I. 

Miss BLaAcksTone (Goes on): We de- 
veloped a pretty good space suit 
ourselves way back in October, 1952. 
This was the combined effort of a 
whole staff of engineers, technicians 
and doctors of the aeromedical 
labs . . . and then we improved this 
first suit in December, 1956 
those were our early beginnings. 





JANE: Yes, we studied all about it in 
General Science. 

Miss BiacksTone: Air Force Research 
came out with a much better space 
suit this year. Really a miracle of 
pressurizing and air-conditioning. 
We kid about it at the office and call 
it the “Thermos Bottle Suit.” 

JANE (Smiles): The thermos bottle 
suit? 

Miss BLaAcKsToNeE: Yes. . 
been working on this problem for 
many years .. . how to make our 
space pioneers comfortable . 


we've 


.. how 
to protect them against ultraviolet 
radiation and the coldness of outer 
space. Of course, we’ve always had 
man in mind. 

JANE (Smiling): It’s a man’s world. 

Miss BiacksTone (Sighs): I’m afraid 
so. But you’re the first one who put 
the spotlight on women in space 
travel. 

JANE: I’ve always had great faith in 
women as space travellers. 

Miss 


office don’t agree with you. 


BLACKSTONE: The men in my 
They 
laugh and joke about it and then 
show me statistics which are sup- 
posed to prove that women are not 
psychologically or emotionally suit- 


ed to be catapulted into space. 


JANE: Then why are you here? 

Miss BLAcKsTONE: You threw us a 
bombshell. No one ever thought of 
a space suit for women before. Be- 
sides, it’s very good publicity. The 
comedians on TV are making jokes 
about your Milady’s Space Suit. 

JANE: They are? 

Miss BuackstTone (Nods): The news- 
papers are running cartoons . . . and 
Air Force Research is getting a lot 


of publicity. I’m going to be your 
technical adviser, and I’ll be around 
for consultation when you make your 
next space suit. 

JANE: My nezt space suit? 

Miss BLACKSTONE: Definitely. It’s a 
good idea, putting feminine, flowered 
material over the insulating metal 
but there’s room for improvement. 
And you haven’t done anything 
about the headgear, either. Those 
space helmets — well, a woman looks 
as if she’s sitting under the dryer in 
the beauty parlor And you know 
how horrible that is. I once had my 
picture taken in a space helmet. 
(Laughs) Luckily, nobody, not even 
my own family, recognized me. 

JANE: I have an idea. 

Miss BuiacksTone: I’ll get my note- 
book. (Goes to desk, takes notebook 
out of her purse) 

JANE: Why can’t we just paint the 
helmets for girls and women? Paint 
them pink, yellow, orchid, light 
blue . . . or any color to match or 
complement the space suit. 

Miss Buackstone: Paint the helmets. 
(Writes it down.) I'll put that in my 
report. (Goes to typewriter, puts a 
sheet of paper in it, starts to type as 
MAUREEN waving 
letters in her hand.) 

MAaurREEN (Excited): Jane! Jane! 
(Sees Miss BLacksTonE) Oh — I 
didn’t know someone was here. 

JANE: This is Miss Blackstone, from 
Air Force Research. My sister, 
Maureen. 

MavureEEN (Bubbling over): I’m pleased 
to meet vou, Miss Blackstone. I’m 
Jane’s sister. 


comes onstage, 


Her only sister, and 
we’re so much alike. 





Miss BiacksTone: Yes, I know. They 
briefed me down at headquarters. 
MAUREEN: Jane, it’s so exciting. You 
keep getting so much mail. And such 
interesting mail, too. Miss Black- 
stone, did you know Jane got three 

proposals in yesterday’s mail? 

Miss Buackstone (Not interested): 
How nice. 

MAvREEN: If it were me, I’d keep 
everything. Put it all in a scrapbook. 
Oh, it’s so exciting to have a really 
famous person in the family. (Looks 
at letters in her hand) Your letters. 
(Reads the envelopes.) Here’s one 
from the U. 8. Navy Acceleration 
Laboratory, the American Rocket 
Society, the British Interplanetary 
Society. (Phone rings. She makes a 
dash for it.) 

MAUREEN (On phone): Hello? 
reen Martin speaking. 
she’s here. 


Mau- 

Yes, yes, 

Just a minute, please. 
Jane, it’s for you. 

JANE (Goes to phone): Hello? Yes, this 
is Jane Martin speaking. Uh huh, 
(Smiles) yes, the one who invented 
Milady’s Space Suit with Roses. 


MAUREEN (With exaggerated gestures): 


My sister — we’re products of the 
same environment — and our he- 
redity — well — we must have an 
awful lot of genes and what-ever-it- 
is in common. 

JANE (On phone): You’re sending me 
twelve pairs of shoes? Well, thank 
you, thank you very much. (Hangs 
up.) The Grand Shoe Company’s 
sending me twelve pairs of shoes — 
free — a present. 

MAvREEN (Wistfully): I wish we were 
twins — twin inventors. Like the 


Wright Brothers. The Martin 
sisters! Space suit inventors. 

SHor Giri (Comes onstage, carrying as 
many shoe boxes as possible, piled so 
high she can bareiy see): Shoes — 
shoes for Miss Jane Martin, first 
woman space suit inventor. Compli- 
ments of the Grand Shoe Company. 
(She walks off-stage with the shoes.) 

MAvuREEN (Impressed): Twelve pairs 
of shoes. (Then disgusted) And we 
don’t even wear the same size. 

Dress Girt (Walks across stage, carry- 
ing load of dresses over each arm): 
Dresses for Jane Martin, Space Suit 
Designer. One dress for every day 
in the week. From the Clara Mae 
Dress Company. Don’t forget you’re 
always well-dressed in a Clara Mae 
dress. (She exits.) 

Maureen: If I go on a diet maybe I 
can wear them, too. 

Hart Gir (Comes onstage, with piles of 
hat boxes, walks talking) : 
Hats, hats, six hats from Genevieve. 
The hats that really go places. 
(Dramatically) ‘I wouldn’t be seen 
anywhere without my Genevieve 
hat.” (She exits.) 

MAvuREEN (Sighs): What the well- 
dressed space suit designer will wear. 

JANE: But I never wear hats. 

Penny Wickrorp (Hurries onstage): 
Jane? Jane Martin? Which one is 
the Jane Martin? (Goes to MAUREEN) 
Of course. I knew you right away. 
Those eyes. I can tell. 

MavurEEN: No, I’m sorry, I’m her 
sister. (Hagerly) Her only sister. 
Penny Wickrorp (7'o0 JANE): Then 
you’re Jane? Yes, now I see it. 
That intelligent, searching look. 
The question in your eyes. Why? 


across, 





Why? Why? (Talks fast, rattles on.) 
I’m a good judge of human nature. 
I ought to be. I’ve been meeting 
and interviewing famous people for 
— uh — many years, and I want 
you to be my next guest on ‘“‘Famous 
People Are Human.” 

JANE: You’re Penny Wickford! 

MAvREEN (Thrilled): We watch you 
on TV. 

Penny WIickForp: And do bring along 
that darling, perfectly adorable, cute 
— uh — uh — what was it you 
invented, dear? 

Miss BuacksTtone (From typewriter, 
brisk, business-like): Miss Martin 
has revolutionized. the entire space 
suit research project. All the 
women in the whole country owe her 
a debt of gratitude. 

Penny WIckForp: But, of course, now 
I remember. You designed the 
cutest, absolutely the most adorable 
space suit for ladies with — uh — 
magnolias all over it. So clever of 
you. 

JANE: Not magnolias, roses. 

Penny Wickrorp: Yes, roses. 
favorite flower. 


My 
I just love roses. 
Red ones, pink ones, yellow, white, 


any kind. I think I’m allergic to 
roses. They make me sneeze but I 
just love them anyway, and your 
space suit — well — it’s so clever 
of you, I want to show you off to all 
the women across the nation next 
Thursday night. 

JANE: I — 

MAvuREEN (Quickly): She’d love to. 
You’re going to show the whole 
family, aren’t you? I mean, we’d 
be glad to cooperate in any way. 

Penny Wickrorp: Wonderful. Then 


it’s all set. The technicians will be 
here early in the morning, perfectly 
dreadful time and perfectly dreadful 
of them, but you know, where would 
we be without technicians? 

Miss Buiackstone (Disgusted): Yes, 
where would we be? 

Penny Wickrorp (Ignores her): Won- 
derful to be so young and so clever. 
You don’t have to be a Grandma 
Moses these days to — uh — what- 
ever she did. 

Miss BuiacksToNE: Grandma Moses 
is an artist, a wonderful painter. 
Penny Wickrorp (Laughing): Of 
course, everyone knows that. I’ll be 
here next Thursday around seven, 
seven in the evening . . . see you 
then . . . and don’t forget my slogan. 
(Poses) “Famous People Are Hu- 
man.” (Waves her hand and exits) 
Miss BiacksTone: She certainly 

makes me wonder. 

MAvREEN: She acts just as she does 
on TV. Imagine, Penny Wickford 
in our living room! 

PockerBook Girt (Walks onstage, 
with bags on each arm, different 
colors and styles): Bags, bags, from 
the Imperial Bag Company. One 
for every outfit and every occasion. 
(She exits.) 

MAUREEN: Jane, it’s like having a 
trousseau, like a millionaire’s daugh- 
ter has. (Doorbell rings — A young 
man in dashing military uniform 
comes onstage.) 

Youne Man: An invitation to Jane 
Martin from forty-eight club mem- 
bers of the Rifle Rangers. 

Maureen: Oh, why couldn’t it hap- 
pen to me? 

YouneG Man: We, of the Rifle Rangers, 





salute the country’s youngest and 
most ingenious space suit designer 
and to show our appreciation we 
offer forty-eight Saturday night 
dates. Our way of saying thank you 
to a fellow high school student for 
making a worthwhile contribution 
to our scientific progress. (Bows) 
As Club President, I would like to 
ask you for the first date this Satur- 
day at 8:30. 

JANE: Well, yes, I’d love to. 

Youne Man: See you Saturday. 
(Bows, exits) 

MAUvREEN: If this isn’t the most ex- 
citing thing that’s happened yet. 
The Rifle Rangers have all the best- 
looking boys, the best dancers, foot- 
ball players . . . oh, I think I’ll go 
up and think up an invention my- 
self. Maybe a — a perfumed tooth- 
paste. 


Miss Buiackstone: What a smelly 
idea. 
Maureen: I'll think of something. 


After all, there’s a lot to this 
business of heredity and environ- 
ment. Yes, I’m sure there must be 
something J can invent. (Ezits) 
Miss BLacksTone (7'akes paper out of 
typewriter) : I better get back to head- 
quarters and make my report. Ill 
be back tomorrow, Jane, and if any- 
thing comes up, you can reach me 
by phone, any time, any time of 
night. I’ll give you my secret, un- 
listed phone number. (Hands her 
slip of paper.) I’ll be here early in 
the morning. (Starts to exit.) ’Bye. 
JANE: Goodbye, Miss Blackstone. (She 
yawns, goes over and sits on couch, 
leans back.) I’m so tired. All the 
excitement, I guess. I didn’t know 


that being a celebrity could be so 
tiring. Think I’ll lie down for a few 
minutes. (lies down) Imagine me 
being famous. Me, dumpy, do- 
mesticated, dreary, drudgy, unim- 
aginative Jane Martin. Imagine me 
being the inventor of a space suit 
(Laughs) with roses. Roses from 
head to toe. Yes, there should be 
roses on the helmet. (Sort of sing- 
song now) She shall have roses 
wherever she goes, wherever she 
goes — (Closes her eyes, is asleep.) 

MAvuREEN (Comes onstage): Ah, the 
sleeping beauty. (JANE opens her 
eyes, wakes up) 

JANE: Hm? Oh, I must have fallen 
asleep. 

MavrekEn: I thought you’d be prac- 
tically finished making those drapes 
by now. 

JANE (Yawning): Oh, I don’t know. 
Somehow I’m not so interested in 
those drapes any more. (Smiles) 
I’ve got something more — well 
more glamorous in mind. Something 
exciting and interesting — some- 
thing that may make me sort of 
famous — 

MAvREEN: Famous! 

JANE: No — just human. 
People are Human.” 

MaurEEN: Jane — are you all right? 
I mean, you’re not sick or anything? 

JANE: I’ve been asleep. I’m just 
waking up. Waking up to all kinds 
of things. Maureen, doesn’t the 
Science Fair at school come up next 
month? 

Maureen: Sure — but what’s that 
got to do with you? That is science 
— not home economics. 

JANE: That’s what you think. 


Are you crazy? 
“Famous 





MAvREEN: Listen, Jane, if you start 
mixing in with the Science Fair that 
all the boys in school are working on 
they’ll laugh at you. 

JANE: I don’t see why. Time magazine 
didn’t laugh. Miss Vandevere 
didn’t laugh. Or Penny Wickford, 
or Miss Blackstone from Air Force 
Research. 

MaAvuREEN (Now thoroughly alarmed): 
Jane, I’m going to call Mother. 
You are sick. Very sick! 

JANE: I’m not sick at all. 
derful. Maureen, 
would you say was the top science 
student in the whole school? 

MAvuREEN: Mike Palmer. He’s also 
the most popular and the best-look- 
ing. He’s head of the — 

JANE: I know. The Rifle Rangers. 

MavreEkEn: Rifle Rangers? What are 
you talking about? There is no such 
thing as the Rifle Rangers at school. 

JANE (Smiling coolly): There will be. 
And I’m going to have dates with 
all of them. Starting with Mike 


I feel won- 


listen who 


Palmer. (Moves to telephone) I'll 
just call him right now. 

MAUREEN (More and more astounded): 
You’re going to call Mike Palmer? 
What for? 

JANE: To ask him to give me some 
technical help. I’ll need someone to 
build the heating and cooling sys- 
tems for protection against cosmic 
rays and outer space elements. 

MAvREEN: Jane what are you talking 
about? 

JANE: I’m going to make a space suit 
for the Science Fair. A space suit 

The first one ever de- 

signed for lady travellers to the 


for women. 


moon. 
MAUREEN (Open-mouthed): Jane! 


That’s a simply terrific idea. 

JANE (Dreamily): Milady’s Space Suit. 
(Picks up flowered curtain material) 
Who'd ever have thought when I 
bought this material that it would 
ever bring me all this luck? A 
space suit with roses! (Curtain) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Space Suir wir Roses 


Characters: 2 male; 11 female. 

Playing Time: 25 minutes. 

Costumes: Everyday modern dress. 

Properties: Sewing basket, dress, needle, 
thread, for Mrs. Martin; magazine for Mr. 
Martin; yardstick, — paper, package 
of flowered material with roses for Jane; 
bottle of nail polish, nail file, Kleenex for 
Maureen; tape measure, pencil and note- 
book for Miss Harrison; portable type- 
writer for Miss Blackstone; boxes of shoes 
for Shoe Girl; seven or eight dresses on 


hangers for Dress Girl; seven or eight hand- 
bags for Pocketbook Girl; hat boxes for 
Hat Girl. 


Setting: A pleasant, comfortably furnished 
living room. There is a door upstage center 
and another down right. To the left and 
right of the upstage door are windows. A 
straight chair is underneath each window. 
Down right are a couch and a comfortable 
easy chair. Down left are a desk and chair. 


Lighting: No special effects. 





Part Two 


Middle Grades 





The Saucy Scarecrow 
by Adele Thane 


Characters 
FARMER BARLEY 
Maaate, his daughter 
Lorp FopPINGTON SCARECROW 
RaG ) 
i three Witches 


TaG 
BosrTalL 
OTHER WITCHES 
Wircu-Boy 
SLEEPY WITCH 
BAKER-WITCH 
Witcn Want-ALL 
Crows 

MAGPIES 

JAYS 

Bess, the milkmaid 


Time: Halloween Eve. 

SerrinG: Farmer Barwey’s_ barley 
field. A fence, with a wide center gate, 
runs across the stage and separates the 
field, which is upstage, from the road, 
which is downstage. Outside the gate 
is a rustic bench. There is a wooden 
support in the field for the ScaRE- 
CROW. 

Ar Rise: Farmer BarLey and Mac- 
GIE are putting the finishing touches 
to ScaREcROW, who stands with out- 
stretched arms resting on his support. 
FARMER BARLEY brushes ScARE- 
crow’s coat with a whisk broom, and 
Maaaie fluffs out the bows of a 
Windsor tie. 

FARMER BARLEY (Standing back to ad- 
mire his handiwork): Maggie, I do 


believe this is the handsomest scare- 
crow I’ve ever made! 

Maaere (Enthusiastically): Oh, he is, 
Pa, he is! You couldn’t tell him from 
a real man. 

FARMER BARLEY: And why not? He’s 
wearing Great-grandfather’s Sunday 
coat and a pair of my breeches. Your 
Ma starched his shirt. Why wouldn’t 
he look like a real man? 

Maaate: He’d be as proper as a minis- 
ter, if he had a hat. 

FARMER BARLEY: Yes, he should have 
a hat, but I couldn’t find a spare 
one anywhere. 

Maaere: How about mine? (She takes 
off her sailor hat.) He can have this. 
I’m sick and tired of it. 

FARMER BARLEY (Putting it on the 
ScaREcRow): Well, it’s not exactly 
a man’s hat, but it will have to do. 
There! Now, give him a name, 
Maggie. He’s your scarecrow, you 
know. 

Maaaie (Delighted): Is he, Pa? 

FARMER Bar.eEy: He’s standing in your 
very own barley field, isn’t he? That 
makes him yours. 

Magee (Hugging her father): Oh, 
thank you, Pa! He’s such a dandy, 
I think Ill call him Lord Foppingten 
— Lord Foppington Scarecrow. (She 
curtseys to him.) 

FARMER Bar ey (Teasing her): I hope 
that grand name won’t put ideas 
into his head. 





Macars: Ideas? Like what? 

FarMeR Baruey: Like feeling too 
uppity to drive away the crows and 
jays and magpies. 

Macate: Oh, I’ve made sure he’ll do 
that. 

FarRMER Baruey: You have? How? 

Maaere: Look here! (She takes a 
wooden clacker out of her pocket and 
gives it a twirl.) I bet every bad 
bird in Christendom will fly away 
when they hear this! 

FaRMER BarLey: Why, Maggie, it’s 
just the thing! Give it here, and I’ll 
put it in his hand. (He closes 
ScarEcrow’s fingers around the 
handle of the clacker and rotates his 
wrist.) Now he knows how to use it. 
(He looks up at the sky.) We’d better 
be getting home, Maggie. It will 
be dark before long, and tonight’s 
Halloween. (In a whisper, with pre- 
tended fright.) There’ll be witches 
about, and we don’t want to be 
carried off on a broomstick. 

Maaore (Giggling): Oh, Pa, how you 
talk! I’d love to have a ride on a 
broomstick behind a howling witch. 
(She follows her father through the 
gate and closes it.) Goodnight, Lord 
Foppington. Don’t let the witches 
get you! 

FarMER Barer: I’ve no doubt they'll 
fall head over heels in love with him. 
(FARMER BARLEY and MAGGIE exit 
left on the road, laughing together. 
The music of the Birds’ Dance is 
heard, and several Crows, MAGPIEs 
and Jays hop onstage right and left. 
They perform a dance-pantomime in 
which they torment and rail at ScaRE- 
crow, who stands motionless, not once 
shaking his clacker at them to drive 


them away. As they dance, the lights 
gradually change from daylight to 
dusk to moonlight. Suddenly an old 
Crow holds up his wings for silence.) 

Crow: Caw! Stop! Listen! (Jn the 
distance, there is a sound of weird 
laughter and outcries, and the Brrps 
huddle together.) 

Brrps: Witches! Witches! Witches all 
around! Witches everywhere! (They 
glance fearfully overhead and right and 
left, then out front as if witches were 
Slying over the audience. They chant 
the following verses in an eerie, 
ominous whisper.) 

Witches on pickets, 
And Witches on posts, 

Witches alive, 
And dead Witches’ ghosts! 

Fly away, fly away, 
Fly away fast! 

If we stay here, 
We shall breathe our last! (All 
the Brrps swoop off-stage except 
the old Crow, a Jay, and a Mac- 
PIE.) 

Jay (Rooted to the spot in terror): Oh, 
dear! (He looks back over his 
shoulder.) 

Crow: Never look back, Jaybird, if 
you’re afraid. Always look straight 
in front of you. 

Jay (Facing front and staring out over 
the audience): They’re coming, I can 
see them! All the witches in the 
world are coming, riding on broom- 
sticks and whizzing through the air! 
Oh, dear, what shall I do? (His 
legs begin to wobble.) 

Maepte: Only a silver bullet can catch 
a witch, they say. 

Jay: Help me, Magpie. 
scared. 


I’m awfully 
I couldn’t move, even if I 





tried. (His legs collapse under him.) 

Maepie (Raising him to his feet with 
the help of Crow): There’s only one 
way to deal with witches, and that’s 
to scare ’em. 

Jay: 8-s-scare them? 

Macptg: Yep, face ’em and scare ’em 
good. 

Jay: Oh, I c-c-couldn’t d-d-do that! 
Here they come! (The screeching of 
the WircuEs is very close now. Crow 
and Maapte drag Jay off-stage in a 
hurry. The Wrrcuss enter down the 
aisles of the auditorium, each one 
mounted on a broomstick, screaming 
and galloping at top speed. Raa, 
TaG and Bosrat are in the lead. 
Raa, as her name implies, is dressed 
in rags. TAG’s costume is covered with 
tags, and Bosra has a long pony 
tail hanging from the peak of her hat. 
When all the Wircues have reached 
the stage, Rac, TaG and Bosra. 
give a signal, and the WircHEs jump 
off their broomsticks.) 

Au (Singing to tune of “Ki-yi-yi-yi’’): 
Ki-yi-yi-yi, Ki-yi-yi-yi! 

Work, work! Evil do! 

Ki-yi-yi-yi, Ki-yi-yi-yi! 

Work, work! Mischief brew! (The 
Wircues lift their cauldrons from 
their broomsticks and, setting them 
down in various places about the 
stage, they begin to stir with large 
ladles. One of the WircuEs is a small 
boy who has a wire carrier filled with 
bottles. He sits on the bench and as- 
sumes a “thinking” pose, with a mean 
expression on his face. RaG discovers 
SCARECROW.) 

RaG (Beckoning to Tac and Bosratz): 
Come here, sisters! Lookee, a scare- 
crow! A bloomin’ scarecrow! 


Taa: (Mockingly to Boxsrat): Ho, 
sister Bobtail, is this the man you 
said was spying on us? We needn’t 
waste our spells on punishing him! 

Bosralu: Well, what if I did take him 
fora man? He’s elegant enough to 
be one. 

Raq: Bah! He’s like all scarecrows, 
stiff and stupid-looking. 

Bostaiu: He is not! He’s very hand- 
some, and I’m going to kiss him! 
(She puts her arms around ScaReE- 
cROW and gives him a loud smack on 
his cheek.) 

Tac (With a taunting shriek): Aha! 
Now we know all about it, don’t we, 
sister Rag? 

Raa: Indeed we do, sister Tag! Bob- 
tail’s in love with a scarecrow! 

BosraiL (Crossly): Oh, be quiet! 

TaG: Why don’t you carry him off on 
your broomstick? 

Raa: Let him be your partner in the 
dance! (She makes a magical sign 
with her hands.) I will give him life! 

Taa (Making another sign): I will give 
him breath! 

Bostatrt (Making the most elaborate 
sign of all): And I will give him a 
heart as long as it is mine! 

Raa: I will give him sight! 

Taa: I will give him speech! 

Bosrai: And I will give him thought 
as long as he thinks of me! 

Raq: Take care! You go too far. 

BosraiL: Oh, pooh! (Jn the meantime, 
a change has been taking place in 
ScaREcCROW as each WircH intones 
her charm. First, a violent shudder 
goes through his entire body, then he 
begins to breathe, his limbs move and 
his eyes blink. He opens his mouth 
several times and finally speaks.) 





ScarREcRow: What are you going to 
do with me? 

RaG (Jeering at him): Eat you! 

Scarecrow (Boldly): If you eat me, 
Farmer Barley will come after you 
with a big stick. 

RaG (Licking her lips): ¥armer Barley 
will never know. 

BostaiL: Oh, leave him alone! 
seizes his hands.) 
Scarecrow. 
to the others. (She leads him through 
the gate into the road.) 

ScARECROW about at the 
Wircues bent over their cauldrons): 
What are they making? 

Bostalin (Slyly): Different things. 

ScARECROW (Stopping beside a WitcH 
who is stirring slowly with half-shut 


(She 
Come with me, 
I want to show you off 


(Looking 


eyes): What are you making? 
SLEEPY Witrcu (Yawning): I make 
bad dreams in this pot. I stir all 
day and all night, but I still can’t 
turn them out fast enough. (She 
drowses off and wakes up immediately 
Oh, oh, oh! 
(ScARECROW’S attention is attracted 
by the strange behavior of the Wrrcx- 
Boy who is sitting on the bench with 


from a bad dream.) 


his wire carrier full of glass bottles. 
Every few seconds, the Boy breaks out 
of his “‘thinking’”’ pose to pluck some- 
thing out of the air and put it inside 
a bottle, carefully corking it up again. 
ScaRECROW leans over the bottles to 
examine them and puts out his hand 
The Wircu-Boy 
raps him sharply on the knuckles.) 

Scarecrow: Ow! 

Wrrcu-Boy: Don’t touch! 
Scarecrow (Sucking his knuckles): I 
what 


as if to lift one up. 


just wanted to see you're 


putting inside the bottles. 


Wircu-Boy (Scowling): Nobody’s al- 
lowed to touch these bottles but me. 
Now, go away! 

Scarecrow: But what is inside? 

Wrircu-Boy: None of your business! 

BostaiL (Ominously) : Tell him, Witch- 
Boy. 

Wircu-Boy (Throwing her a baleful 
glance): I think up naughty things 
to do, and each time I 
naughty idea, I put it in a bottle. 

Scarecrow (Puzzled): Don’t you put 
in good ideas as well? 

Wircu-Boy: Don’t have any good 
ideas. If I had, I wouldn’t be a 
Witch-Boy. Now, will you stop 
pestering me and let me think? 


have a 


BostaiL: Come along, Scarecrow, he’s 
in a vile temper tonight. 

Scarecrow: May I see what that 
Witch over there is doing? (He goes 
to a Witrcu who is baking pies in her 
cauldron.) Mmmmum, it smells good. 
I’m awfully hungry. 

Baker-Witcu (Lifting up her ladle 
with a small pie in it): Have a piece 
of pie. 

Scarecrow: Oh, thank you. (He takes 
it, blowing to cool it, then nibbles it.) 
Baker-Witcu: Bigger bites! You 
‘an’t taste it properly like that. 
Bostai, (With a crafty smile): I 
shouldn’t if I were you. (ScARECROW 
takes a big bite and chokes un- 
mercifully.) I told you so. She 
makes all the nasty tastes, and she’s 
always trying out a new recipe on 

(Suddenly Rac and TaG 

stirring their cauldrons and 
spring into the air.) 

RaG and TaG (Singing to the tune of 


someone. 
stop 


“Ki-yi-yi-yt”’ as before) : 
Ki-yi-yi-yi, Ki-yi-yi-yi! 





Dance, dance! Work is done! 
Ki-yi-yi-yi, Ki-yi-yi-yi! 

Dance, dance! Let’s have fun! (All 
the WircueEs join in the song, leap- 
ing about with screams of joy.) 

Borat (Seizing ScaREcROW and seat- 
ing him behind her on her broomstick): 
Hold on tight and don’t let go! (Be- 
fore he realizes what is happening, 
SCARECROW is off on a mad ride 
astride the Wrrcu’s broomstick. They 
tear up and down the aisles at a tre- 
mendous pace, so that SCARECROW 
has to clutch on to the stick with all 
his might for fear of falling off.) 

Scarecrow: Oh, please slow down! 
Not so fast! Let me off! (Back 
on stage, Bosra. tips up her end of 
the broomstick like a seesaw, and 
Scarecrow slips off his end. He 
lands in the road with a bump and 
manages to get to his feet. BoBTatL 
catches him around the waist and 
whirls him about in a wild dance. 
Sometimes she brushes him from be- 
hind with her broom to make him step 
livelier. Scarecrow giggles.) Oh, 
stop it, you’re tickling me! (He 
really 1s enjoying himself by now.) 
Oh, I like this! This is fun! Please, 
please may I stay? 

BosraiL: Stay? Why, of course, stay 
as long as you wish. (The other 
Wircues gradually quiet down and 
listen to the following dialogue with 
interest.) 

Scarecrow: No, I mean may I stay 
as I am, and not go back to what 
I was. 

BostaiL: Oh! (Evasively.) Well, you 
just be a good scarecrow and amuse 
me, and then maybe we’ll see about 
it. 


Scarecrow (Pleading): But couldn’t 
you tell me now? I want to know 
now! 

Wircn Want-Ati (Coming forward 
and speaking to ScaRECROW): What’s 
the matter, lovey? Won’t she make 
you a promise? (She clicks her tongue 
disapprovingly.) And after all the 
fine dancing she has had with you! 
Teck, tek, what a shame! Well, you 
just come along with me, ducky, 
and I’ll not haggle over a promise. 

BostraiL (Giving her a hard push): Get 
away, Witch Want-All! I know you! 
The scarecrow is mine! I made him, 
and he’s no concern of yours! 

Witcw Want-Auu: And what if you 
did make him? If you gave him any 
wits, he’ll come with me. (She 
grabs ScarEcRow’s arm and pulls 
him toward her.) 

BostatL (Pulling back on Scare- 
crow’s other arm): Don’t go with 
her! You’ll get nothing out of that 
old bag of bones! 

Witcu Want-A.L: He will! 
him his wish. 

Bosra: And so shall I! 

Wircu Want-A.t: But J will give him 
more! I will give him — a conscience! 
(The whole company of WiTcHES 
howl with glee.) 

Scarecrow: What’s a conscience? 

Bostalt (Beside herself with rage): It’s 
a terrible thing! Don’t have any- 
thing to do with it! 

Scarecrow (Persisting): But I want to 
know! What is a conscience? 

Witcw Want-Atu (Maliciously): Vl 
give you one, lovey, and then you'll 
find out. 

BostalL: No, no! (The other WitcHEs 
cringe as Witch WANT-ALL points 


I’ll give 





to ScaREcRow and touches him on 
forehead.) 
Wrrcn Want-ALL (Chanting): 

Prick of conscience, 
Stick in there, 

Quickly drive out 
Devil-May-Care! (She turns in 
triumph to Boptatt.) Now he is 
lost to you forever! (With a 
diabolical laugh, she her 
broomstick and rides away. In the 


mounts 


distance, a cock crows.) 
Wrircues (Singing to the tune of “Api 

Kai-i’’): 

Hie, hie, hie away! 

Broomstick, fly to Hellstone 
Quarry! 

Hark, hark, the cock crows once, 
Giddy-up, broomstick, do not 
tarry! (All, except Bosrat, 
mount their broomsticks and gallop 
off-stage, down through the audience. 
The cock crows again.) 


Bosrai.: Goodbye, Scarecrow! 
Scarecrow: Where are you going? 
Bostar. (Singing to the same tune): 
Broomstick, hie away! 
Fly to Devil’s Peak away! 
Hark, hark, the cock crows twice, 


Giddy-up, 
stay! 
ScaREcRow: You’re not going to leave 
me behind, are you? 
BostaiL: Of course I am. 
use to me now. 


broomstick, do not 


You’re no 

You have a con- 
science. 

Scarecrow (Feeling a little forlorn): 
But what shall I do? 

Bosrai.: Suit yourself. It was you 
who wanted it this way. (She hops 
on her broomstick and sings.) 

Hie, hie, hie away! 
Broomstick, fly to Witch’s Cave! 


If three times the cock crows, 

I’ll be lying in my grave! (Kicking 
her heels and beating the broomstick 
with her hands, she swoops down 
the aisle and exits at the back of the 
auditorium. When she is gone, the 
cock crows a third time, and the 
lights change from moonlight to 
dawn to daylight. The ScarEcROW 
sits disconsolately on the bench.) 

Scarecrow: I’m hungry and cold and 
lonely. (He hears someone whistling 
a merry tune and sees Buss, the milk- 
maid, entering the barley field at the 
extreme end. She clumps across the 
field in her heavy boots, whistling and 
swinging her pails. When she reaches 
the place where ScarEcRoW ordin- 
arily would be standing, she notices 
the empty support.) 

Bess (Surprised): That’s funny! I 
thought Farmer Barley put up a 
scarecrow here yesterday. (She 
shrugs her shoulders and passes on 
to the gate. As she steps into the road, 

ScaREcROw confronts her angrily.) 

Scarecrow: Here, what are you doing, 
walking where you shouldn’t? 

Bess (Startled): Wh-what? 

Scarecrow: You’re trampling down 
the barley with your big boots. 

Bess: Who — who are you? (She 
stares open-mouthed at him, then over 
her shoulder at the empty support in 
the field and back again at ScaRE- 
crow.) Why, you’re Farmer Bar- 
ley’s scarecrow! (Terrified) 

Scarecrow: That’s right! 

Bess: I didn’t know scarecrows were 
ever alive! 

Scarecrow: Well, you know now, and 
the sooner you get out of that field, 
the better. Be off with you! 





Bess (Dropping her milk pails in 
fright): Oh, oh! (She runs along the 
road to left, screaming.) Farmer 
Barley! Maggie! Help, help! (She 
exits.) 

ScaREcROW (Scolding to himself): 
There, she has gone off without her 
milk pails! Such a muddle-head! 
Just look at that barley where she 
stomped through it, all bent over and 
broken. (Ruefully.) And the 
Witches’ dance last night didn’t help 
it, either. I’ll get my clacker and 
drive away anything that dares to 
come here again. (He goes through 
the gate into the field, picking his way 
carefully as he searches for his clacker. 
Bess returns with FARMER BARLEY 
and MAGGIE.) 

Maaate (As they enter left): There’s 
nobody here but Lord Foppington. 

Bess: Lord Foppington? 

Maaate: My scarecrow there. 

Bess: Yes, but he’s alive! 

Maaaie: Well, what if he is? (She 
speaks as if it were the most natural 
thing in the world for a scarecrow to 
be alive.) Come here, Lord Fopping- 
ton. (He comes to the gate.) I 
thought maybe the witches got you 
last night. 

Scarecrow: They did, Maggie, they 
did! 

Macere: Poor Lord Foppington! Were 
you scared? 

ScaREcROW: A little at first, but then 
we danced, and that was fun! 
(Ashamed) Only we danced on the 
barley and squashed it. It won’t 
happen again, though, because now 
I have a conscience. 

Maaere: A conscience? 
you get it? 


However did 


Scarecrow: One of the witches gave 
it to me. 

FarMeR Bariey (Chuckling): Well, 
well, if that doesn’t beat the Dutch! 
A scarecrow with a conscience! That 
means I’ll have to pay you wages. 
What’ll it be? 

Scarecrow: A cup of buttermilk, if 
you please. I am thirsty, and there’s 
nothing to drink. 

FARMER Bar ey: Buttermilk, eh? You 
shall have a gallon of it, and some 
bread and cheese besides. Bess, 
see to it! 

Bess (Snatching up her pails): Yes, 
master! Right away, master! (She 
scuttles off right down the road.) 

Scarecrow (Calling after her): Mind 
you stay out of the barley and keep 
to the road! 

FarMER BARLEY (With a hearty laugh): 
You really mean business, don’t you? 

Scarecrow (Earnestly): I tell you, 
Farmer Barley, I’ll guard Maggie’s 
field with my life! There won’t be a 
single grain of barley missing, you'll 
see. Now, I’d better get back to 
my post. Those thieving birds will 
be here any minute, and I want to 
be ready for them. (He takes his 
place in front of the support and 
twirls his clacker.) 

Maaaie (Admiringly): My, you look 
just like a king standing before his 
throne! 

Scarecrow: A king, am I? (He 
straightens his shoulders and swings 
his clacker again.) Well, I shall be a 
king who works for a living and be 
of some use in the world. It’s a fine 
thing to have a conscience. Stand 
back! Here they come! (FARMER 
BarLEyY and Maaere step behind 





Scarecrow, as the Crows, MAGPIES 
and Jays enter right and left on the 
road, cawing and chirping excitedly 
in anticipation of a feast. When they 
reach the gate, ScARECROW raises his 
arm, holding the clacker aloft, and 
speaks in a commanding tone.) Halt! 
(The Brrvs halt in astonishment. 
SCARECROW sings lustily to the tune 
of “April’’) 
Fly away, you naughty birds, 

Shoo, shoo! 

Fly away, do, 
Or Scarecrow will frighten 

The wits out of you! (He twirls 

his clacker, and the Birps flutter 

in alarm.) 

Op Crow: That Scarecrow is more 
alive than he was yesterday. He’s 
squeaking and squawking something 
terrible, and his eyes are looking all 
about him. 

Scarecrow (Continuing to sing and 
twirl his clacker): Clicky-clack-clack, 

clicky-clack-clack, shoo! 
Fly away, crows! 
This is not your barley, 


As everyone knows. 
Clicky-clack-clack, clicky-clack- 
clack, shoo! 
Fly away, jays! 
This barley is Maggie’s, 
And right here it stays. 
Clicky-clack-clack, fly away, mag- 
pies, 
You must not steal. 
If you peck at this barley, 
’T will be your last meal. 
Otp Crow: We can’t settle for a 
minute, but that Scarecrow shouts 
at us. Let’s go somewhere else. 


(The Birps take flight as ScARECROW 
sings the last verse.) 
Scarecrow: Clicky-clack-clack, 
clicky-clack-clack, shoo! 
Click-click-click-clack ! 
Fly away, you thieves and robbers, 


And never come back! (The last 
Birp disappears, and there is gen- 
eral rejoicing as FARMER BARLEY 
and MAGGIE congratulate SCARE- 
crow. Curtain) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue Saucy Scarecrow 


Characters: 3 male; 8 female; 6 male or female; 
male and female extras may be added 
as desired for witches and birds. 

Playing Time: 25 minutes. 

Costumes: Scarecrow wears fancy coat, 
breeches, starched shirt, Windsor tie, and 
straw stuffed in his sleeves, collar, etc. 
Farmer Barley, Maggie, and Bess may wear 
peasant clothing; Maggie has a sailor hat 
and Bess wears heavy boots. Witches 
wear traditional costumes. Birds wear 
representative costumes of crepe paper. 

Properties: Whisk broom for Farmer Barley; 
wooden clacker for Maggie; broomsticks, 
cauldrons, and spoons for witches; wire 
carrier filled with bottles for Witch-Boy; 
pies for Baker-Witch; milk pails for Bess. 

Setting: Farmer Barley’s barley field. A 
fence, with a wide center gate, runs across 
the stage and separates the field, which 


is upstage, from the road, which is down- 
stage. Outside the gate is a rustic bench. 
There is a wood support in the field for the 
Scarecrow, made of two crossed sticks on 
a base. 

Lighting: Lights change from daylight to dusk 
to moonlight, and back again from moon- 
light to dawn to daylight, as indicated in 
the text. 

Sound effects: Screaming and laughing of the 
witches, and crowing of cock. 


Music: Music for “Ki-yi-yi-yi’’ and “April” 
may be found in Music for Early Childhood, 
New Music Horizons Series (Silver Bur- 
dett Co.) and music for ‘Api-Kai-i’’ may 
be found in Listen and Sing, Enlarged 
Edition (Ginn and Company). Any ap- 
propriate music may be used for the Bird’s 
Dance. 





Lhe Wonderful Halloween Cape 


by Deborah Newman 


Characters 
PIXIE ) 
TRIXIE 
NIXIE 
BELLA 
NELLA 
DELLA 
PUNCH 
BUNCH } 
4 GOBLINS 
QUEEN Hex 
ESMERALDA, her cat 
MortTIMER | 
. her chamberlains 
FELIX ( 
SETTING: The sewing room in the palace 
of QUEEN Hex. 


loom; in another, a rack holding some 


| 
, little witches 


head goblins 


In one corner is a 


decorated capes. 
At Rise: The six witches are seated on 
Prx1e, TRrx1e and NrxieE are 
working on a gold cape with Hal- 
BELLA, NELLA 
and DELLA are working on a black 
cape with flowers. 
and pin for a moment. 


stools. 
loween decorations. 


They sew and cut 
Then the 
PUNCH 
room. 


and 
The 


noise 


GoBLins, headed by 

Buncu, run into the 

GOBLINS carry masks and 
makers. 

GosLins: Trick or 
treat? 

Puncu (Bowing to the witches): Happy 
Halloween, my dear witches. 

Gosuins: Trick or treat? Trick or 
treat? 

Prx1e (Holding her hands to her ears): 
Stop it! Oh, please stop it! 


treat? Trick or 


Buncu: Stop what? 

Trixie: Stop saying “trick or treat.” 

Ist Gos.in: But it’s Halloween night. 

Nrxre: Don’t you think we know it’s 
Halloween night? 

BELLA: We have to finish these capes, 
and we can’t sew if you’re going to 
make noise. 

2np GosBLIN: Then stop sewing. Come 
along with us. We're going out to 
scare everyone. 

3RD GoBLIn: We've thought of a mil- 
lion tricks to play. Come and help 
us. 

NELLA: We can’t. 
here. 

47H Gosiin: But you'll miss all the 
fun. 

De.ia (Crying): I know it! This is 
the first Halloween I’ve been old 
enough to go out. I’ve been thinking 
about it all year. It was going to be 
such fun. 

Prx1e (Angrily): Witches who work for 
Queen Hex don’t have any fun. 

Trixie: We have to stay here and sew 
because Queen Hex wants a new 

She doesn’t care 


We have to stay 


Halloween cape. 
if we never go out. 

Puncu: But why are you making two 
sapes? 

Nrxip (Sighing): If you knew Queen 
Hex, you wouldn’t ask that question. 

BELLA: Queen Hex wants a new cape 
every day in the year. 

NewuA: Her chamberlains, Mortimer 
and Felix, told her she had to have a 





very special cape for Halloween. 

De.ia: I hate Mortimer and Felix! 
They are always saying I’m too little 
to do anything! 

PrxiE (Going to rack and pointing out 
capes): Just look at all the capes 
we’ve made for Queen Hex. We’ve 
made long capes and short capes and 
red capes and blue capes. 

TrIxIE (At rack): We’ve made striped 
capes and polka dot capes and plaid 
capes. 

Nrxre: But nothing pl 
and Felix. 


uses Mortimer 


BELA: So of course nothing pleases 
Queen Hex. 

NELLA: We'd better get back to work. 
Queen Hex will be coming here soon 
to look at these capes. (All the 
Witrcues go back to their sewing 
again.) 

Ist GoBLIN: Come on. 
waiting around here? 


Why are we 
I thought we 


were going to play tricks tonight. 
Puncu: We are going to play tricks. 
(He walks around thoughtfully, taking 
the corners of the capes and holding 
them out.) 
Buncu (Excited): Punch, you’re get- 


ting an idea for a trick. I can tell! 

Puncu: Perhaps I am. 

2np Gos.iin: What is it? 

3RD GoBLINn: Tell us, Punch. 

47TH Gosuin: You know we love tricks! 

PuncuH: Just let me think about it. 
(QUEEN Hex enters with ESMERALDA, 
Mortimer and Frevrx. ESMERALDA 
runs to the GOBLINS and 
angrily at them.) 

Hex: Esmeralda! Get away from those 
horrible creatures. (ESMERALDA 
meows loudly at the GOBLINS, who 
make faces at her. Hex goes to the 


meows 


witches.) So! This is what happens 
when I leave you alone for a mo- 
ment. You let these goblins into my 
palace and then you stop working. 

Prxite: We haven’t stopped working, 
Queen Hex. 

Hex: Are the capes done yet? 

TrrxiE (Spreading out the gold cape): 
This cape is finished, Your Majesty. 

Nrxig: We hope you like it, Your 
Majesty. 

Hex (Taking cape and holding it out): 
Well, Mortimer? What do 
think? 

Mortimer: Oh, no, Your Majesty. 
The cape is much too bright for 
Halloween night. 


see you. 


you 


Everyone could 


Hex (Flinging cape to floor): Exactly 
what I think! Of course it is too 
bright! It is a good thing I am wise 
enough to know what I should wear 
on Halloween night. 

Mortimer (Bowing): You are always 
wise, Queen Hex. 

Beiia (Spreading out the cape with 
flowers): Try this cape Your 
Majesty. I know you will want to 
wear it tonight. 

Hex (Taking cape and holding it out): 
Well, Felix? What do you think? 

Feurx (Pompously): It all involves a 
question of what might be considered 
most appropriate as a costume for 
Your Wise and Gracious Majesty. 
Now, if it were springtime, this cape 
could be considered most stuitable. 
However, as we all know, flowers 
seldom make an appearance in the 
fall. Therefore, I should venture to 
say, upon deep reflection — no. 

Hex: Exactly what I think! (She rips 
the cape in half and flings the pieces 


on, 





down.) There! I would never think 
of wearing that cape. (7'o WrrcuEs) 
And now, you stupid, miserable 
witches, go to your rooms. You are 
not fit to sew for me. (The WircuEs 
file owt. EsmMera.pa: prances around 
them with the torn cape as they exit.) 

Mortimer (Bowing): Oh, wise Queen 
Hex. 

Feirx (Bowing): Oh, most wondrous 
wise Queen Hex. 

Hex (Pacing back and forth): Now what 
am I going to do? Oh, it makes me 
so angry! 

Buncu (Bowing low): Your Majesty, 
perhaps we may be able to help you. 

Hex: You? And who are you? 

Puncu: I am Punch, Your Majesty. 
I am the head of the goblins. 

Buncu (Bowing): And I am Bunch, 
his right-hand goblin. 

Hex: What makes you think you can 


make me a cape when those stupid 
witches cannot? 

Puncu: Your Majesty, Bunch and I 
happen to be wonderful weavers. 
We are known throughout Goblin 
Land for our skill at the loom. We 
will weave you a magic cloth and 


make it into a cape. (Hex goes to 
the loom and looks at it thoughtfully 
as ESMERALDA jumps through it. 
Mortimer and Feurx follow Hex 
and look at the loom also.) 

Buncu (Puzzled): But Punch, we don’t 
know how to weave! 

Puncu: Do you remember the story 
about ‘‘The Emperor’s New 
Clothes?” 

Buncu: “The Emperor’s New Clothes” 
— let me think. Was that the story 
about the two men who pretended 


they could weave a magic cloth for 
the Emperor? 

Puncu: Right! We’re going to play 
the same trick on Queen Hex. Just 
leave everything to me. (Hex 
comes forward with the others.) 

Hex: A magic cloth might be just what 
I need. 

Mortimer: But Your Majesty, there 
isn’t enough time. 


Puncu: We can weave the cloth in a 
moment. 

Feiirx: Your Majesty, I have grave 
doubts about the wisdom of this 
plan. 

Hex (Angrily): Silence! You have 
often told me how wise I am. I am 
wise enough to know a good plan 
when I hear one. 

Puncu: Your Majesty, let me tell you 
something else about the cloth we 
will weave. Anyone who is wise 
will be able to see right away that 
this cloth is wonderful. But anyone 
who is stupid will not be able to see 
the cloth at all. 

Hex (Thoughifully): Anyone who is 
wise will be able to see the cloth is 
wonderful. But anyone who is stupid 
will not be able to see the cloth at all. 
Yes! That is just what I want. 

Puncu: Then we will get to work at 
once. 

Hex: See that you do. You will find 
thread in those baskets. If you need 
anything more, call for Mortimer 
and Felix. I will return soon to see 
what you have made. Come, 
Esmeralda. (Hex exits with EsMEr- 
ALDA. Mortimer and FE.tx follow 
her out.) 





Buncu (Clapping Puncu on the 
shoulder): Punch, you are a wonder! 
What a trick. 

Puncu: Bring the loom and the thread 
down here. (The Gosutns do so.) 
Now Bunch and I will pretend to 
weave. The Queen will say she sees 
the cloth because she doesn’t want 
anyone to think she is stupid. 

Buncu: And then we can pretend to 
make a cape and try it on Her 
Majesty. Queen Hex will never say 
she can’t see the cape! (He jumps in 
and out of the loom while the GoBLINS 
hop around playing with the thread.) 
Oh, ho! What a Halloween trick! 
(MortTIMER enters.) 

MortiMeEr: Queen Hex wishes to know 
if the cloth is ready yet. 

Puncu: It (He 
points to the loom.) See how beautiful 
it is. 

Mortimer (Puzzled): Eh? (He goes 
to the loom, sticks his head through, 
and waves his arms about.) 


is almost finished. 


I cannot 


see anything. I cannot feel anything. 
Puncu: Then perhaps, sir, you are not 
as wise as you thought. 
Mortimer: No, no. 
wise. 


Of course I am 

(He 
takes out a huge pair of glasses, puts 
them on and peers at the loom.) Ah, 
yes! Now I can see it. The cloth 
is beautiful. I will tell Queen Hex. 
(He exits.) 

Buncu: Oh, yes, tell Her Majesty. 

Puncu: Now we must pretend to sew 
the cape. (They get to work with 
scissors, needles and thread as FELIx 
enters.) 

FrLrx: Queen Hex wishes to know if 
the cape is ready. 

Puncu: Yes, it is. 


I forgot my glasses. 


You see, here is 


48 


the bow for the collar. (He pretends 
to give FeLix something. FELIx holds 
out his hands and stares.) 

Buncu: Punch, I told you the bow was 
too long. I’ll cut a bit off. (He takes 
scissors and cuts near FELIX’s hands.) 
There! 

Fevtrx: What? Am I holding some- 
thing? I know I am wise. (He shuts 
his eyes and recites.) Nebuchadnezzar 
was the king of Babylon. Samarkand 
is in central Asia. (He opens his eyes 
and smiles.) Ah, without any doubt 
this cloth is superb, magnificent and 
beyond compare. (He gives ‘“‘bow”’ 
back to Puncn.) I will tell Her 
Majesty. (He exits.) 

Puncu: And now for Queen Hex her- 
self. (He pretends to hold up the cape.) 
Isn’t it beautiful? (All laugh.) Let 
me try it on you, Bunch. (He pre- 
tends to drape it on BuNCH.) 

Buncu: Ouch! You’ve made it too 
tight. Let me try it on you. 

Puncu (Pretending to put cape on): It’s 
too long for me, you silly fellow. 
(lst GOBLIN comes over and claps 
PuNcH the shoulder. PUNCH 
pushes him away.) Get off the cape, 
stupid! Do you want to ruin it 
before the Queen puts it on? 

lst Gosutin: A thousand pardons! 
(QuEEN Hex enters, followed by 
ESMERALDA, MortiMER and FELIX.) 

Hex: I have been told that my new 
cape is beautiful. I have come to 
see for myself. 

Puncu (Pretending to hold the cape out): 
Your Majesty, here it is. 

Hex (Staring): The light is bad here. 
I can’t quite see it. 

Puncu: Try the cape on, Your Maj- 
esty. The material is so fine, you 


on 





will never know you are wearing a 
cape. 

Buncu: That is the wonder of it, of 
course. 

Hex: Oh — of course. 
enough to know that. 

Puncu: Please try the cape on, Your 
Majesty. (Hex takes off her cape 
and stands in her black costume of 
leotard and tights. PUNCH goes 
through elaborate motions of putting 
the cape on.) Now, I’ll fix it on your 
shoulders, and then tie the bow. 

Buncu (70 ESMERALDA, who is trying 
to feel cape): Now, now, kitty, get 
away from the cape. (ESMERALDA 
meows angrily and lifts her claws to 
BuNCH.) 

Hex (Displaying the ‘‘cape’’): 
how do I look? 

Mortimer: You 
Your Majesty. 

Fevix: I — I venture to say that, in 
my considered opinion, I have never 
seen you look like this before, Your 
Majesty. 

Hex: Do you really think the cape is 
beautiful? 

Mortimer: Oh, yes, Your Majesty. 
Such fine material! Turn again, and 
let me see it. (Hex twirls around, 
displaying the “‘cape’’.) The cape is 
so graceful when you twirl around 
like that. 

Feirx: The pattern @n the cloth is 
lovely. 
rare and unusual pattern. 

Mortimer: Pattern? I thought the 
cloth was plain. (He looks puzzled.) 

Hex: Mortimer! Get those witches. 
I want to hear what they think. 
(MortTIMER bows and exits. Es- 
MERALDA meows loudly to Hex.) 


I am wise 


Well, 


look different, 


I have never seen such a 


What are you saying, Esmeralda? 
(ESMERALDA meows again, making 
faces at the Gosuins. Mortimer 
enters with the Wircues.) Ah, you 
lazy creatures! I have called you to 
look at my new Halloween cape. 
What do you think of it? (The 
WirtcueEs stare, shake their heads, and 
whisper to each other.) 

Deuua: But, Your Majesty, you don’t 
have any cape on. 

Mortimer: What? What is that child 
saying? 

De La: Queen Hex does not have a 
cape on. 

Fruix: She says Queen Hex does not 
have a cape on. 

Mortimer: She is stupid! She must be 
punished! 

Freiix (Grabbing Dewua): I will see 
that she is punished at once. Come 
with me, you stupid creature. We 
have special punishments for bad 
witches. (DELLA screams “No!” 
The other Wircues hold on to her.) 

Hex: Wait! Let the child go. (Frnrx 
releases Dexia.) She is telling the 
truth. I do not have a cape on. 

Mortimer: But Your Majesty - 

Hex (Angrily): Silence, you fool! I 
have been tricked. These goblins 
said they would make me a magic 
cape, but they have made no cape 
at all. 

Freiix: Your Majesty, if I may venture 
an opinion, I should like to say 
that — 

Hex (Waving him away): You may 
not venture an opinion. You may 
not say anything. Get out, Felix — 
and you too, Mortimer. I never 
want to see either of you again. 
(MortTIMER and Feuix exit. The 





Wircues are frightened. DELLA cries. 
Hex goes to Puncu and speaks 
angrily.) I suppose you think you 
have played a very clever trick, Mr. 
Goblin. 

Puncu (Bowing): It was just a Hal- 
loween trick, Your Majesty. 

Hex: I do not like to be tricked. Per- 
haps I should show you some real 
Halloween magic. Let me think — 
shall it be black oil and bats’ wings? 
(Hex puts on her cape as the others 
speak to her.) 

Pixie: No, Your Majesty. 

Trixie: Not black oil and bats’ wings! 

Nrxie: We will make another cape for 
you, Your Majesty. 

Be.ia: We will do anything you say. 

NELLA: Please, Your Majesty. 
us another chance. 

Hex: Humph! I am still thinking. 

Buncu: Your Majesty, it was all our 
idea. The witches had nothing to 
do with it. 

Puncu: Don’t be angry 
witches, Your Majesty. 
DELLA: Please don’t be angry with 

anyone, Queen Hex. 


Give 


with the 


Hex: I am angry! (The others shiver.) 
I am angry with myself. I have been 
a horrible queen. I have been mean 
and vain and foolish. I am sorry. 
I will try to be a better queen from 
now on. My job is to see that my 
witches have fun. 

Deiia (Eagerly running to Hex): 
Your Majesty, do you mean we may 
go out tonight? This is the first 
Halloween night I’ve been old 
enough to go out and I really 
want to go out so much. 

Hex (Smiling): Of course you may go, 
Della. You may ride on my broom- 
stick with me. Witches, put on those 
new capes! (The Wircues go to the 
rack and put on the new capes.) We 
must all go out tonight. We will 
take these goblins with us — and 
we might even show them some 
tricks. (The Wircues and GoBLINS 
take partners and march around the 
stage, led by Hex. They call “Happy 
Halloween” as they exit.) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue WonpERFUL HALLOWEEN CaPE 


Characters: 2 male; 8 female; 6 goblins may 


be male or female. 


Playing Time: 15 minutes. 
Costumes: Traditional costumes for witches 


and goblins. 


Queen Hex wears black leo- 


tards and various capes, as indicated. She 


wears & crown. 
costume. 


Esmeralda wears a cat 
Mortimer and Felix wear court 


costumes of Halloween colors. 
Properties: Sewing equipment and capes, for 


witches; 


masks and noise 


makers, for 


Goblins; glasses, for Mortimer. 
Setting: The sewing room in the palace of 


Queen Hex. 


In one corner is a loom and in 


another a rack holding decorated capes. 
There are six stools for the witches. 
Lighting: No special effects. 





The Magic Fishbone 


by Charles Dickens 
Adapted by Mary Nygaard Peterson 


Characters 
KinG Watkins THE First 
QUEEN 
Princess AxictiA, their daughter 
FREDDIE, their son 
CHILDREN, thetr other sons and daughters 
Mr. Pickues, the fishmonger 
Goop Farry GRANDMARINA 
Praay, the maid 
PRINCE WONDERFUL 


SCENE | 

Time: Long, long ago. 

Serrine: The kingdom of King Watkins. 

Berore Curtain: Mr. Pickues, th 
fishmonger, enters right with his push- 
cart full of fish. 

Mr. Pickies: Fresh 
Fresh fish for sale! 
enters left.) 

KING: morning, Mr. Pickles. 
(He looks at fish.) Do you have some 
good fish this morning? 

Mr. Pickies: Good morning, King 
Watkins. Yes, Your Majesty, I 
have some lovely fresh fish — just 
off the boat. Would you be in- 
terested in some of this nice salmon? 
(Goop Farry GRANDMARINA enters 
right quietly, unnoticed by the other 
characters.) 

Kine (Leaning forward and looking at 
it): Yes, indeed. Just the thing for 
my dinner. I’ll take that one. 

Mr. Pickuies: An excellent choice, 
Your Majesty. I’m sure the Queen 


fish for sale! 


(KinG WATKINS 


Good 


will be pleased. (He wraps the fish.) 

KinG: I hope so. (He takes package 
and starts towards right.) 

Mr. PickuxEs (Exiting left): Fresh fish 
for sale! Fresh fish for sale! (Goop 
FAIRY GRANDMARINA stops KING as 
he comes near the exit.) 

Kina (Bowing slightly): How do you 
do, madam? 

larry: You’re King Watkins the First, 
aren’t you? 

Kine: Yes, Watkins is my name. 

Farry: Papa of the lovely princess, 
Alicia? 

Kine: Yes. But you must be a fairy 
to know all this about me. 

Farry: Certainly, I’m a fairy. 
‘alled Good Fairy Grandmarina. 

Kina (Inclining his head): I’m very 
happy to have met you, 
Fairy. (He turns to go.) 

Farry: Wait. 

KinG (Returning to her): Yes? 

Farry: When you get home, I want you 
to invite Princess Alicia to have some 
of that fish with you. 
to the package.) 

Kina (Protesting): Oh, it might not 
agree with her. 

Farry (Stamping her foot): Agree with 
her! Agree with her! Stuff and 
nonsense! ‘That’s just an excuse. 
You’re selfish and greedy. You want 
to keep all that fish for yourself. 

Kine (Wearily): Very well. To please 
you, I’ll invite the Princess Alicia to 


I’m 


Good 


(She points 





share the fish with me. (He turns 
to go again.) 

Farry: Wait. 

Kine (Turning to her again): Yes? 

Farry: Don’t be so impatient. (The 
KING slightly in apology.) 
After the princess has eaten, you will 
notice that she has left a fishbone on 
her plate. 

Kine: A very unusual discovery, I am 
sure. 


bows 


‘arry: That remark was not necessary. 
However, I shall this 
time. (The K1nG makes a slight bow 
again.) Tell the princess to dry the 


overlook it 


bone carefully, rub it, and polish it 
until it resembles mother-of-pearl. 
After that, she must take care of it, 
as a present from me. 

Kine (Enigmatically): She will be very 
grateful, I’m 
should polish all the other bones as 
well. 


sure. Perhaps we 


Farry: I am quite losing patience with 
you. You have no right to jump to 
conclusions. 

Kina (Sincerely): I’m sorry. Forgive 
me. 

‘arry: This once. (She stamps her foot 

Now! Tell the prin- 

cess that the bone is a magic present. 


in emphasis.) 


It can be used only once, but that 

once it will bring her whatever she 

wishes for provided she wishes 
at the right time. 

Kine (Gratefully): Thank you, Good 
Fairy. I will certainly give Princess 


Alicia your message. (Both exit.) 


x* * * * * 
SCENE 2 
Time: That evening. 
SerrinG: The palace dining room. 
At Rise: The K1InG, QUEEN, and PRIN- 


cess Auicia are seated at the table. 
They have just finished eating. PEaay 
is serving, and as the others talk she 
may remove some of the dishes, tidy 
up, etc. 

Kina: Did you enjoy your fish, Alicia? 

Auicia: It was the best salmon I’ve 
ever tasted, Father. Did you buy it 
from Mr. Pickles? 

Kina: As a matter of fact, I did. Some- 
thing rather odd happened while I 
was in his shop this morning. 

QuEEN: Odd? 

Auicta (Leaning forward): Odd, Father? 

Kine: Yes. I met a fairy in there - 
Good Fairy Grandmarina, she said 
her name was. 

Auicia: How quaint. 

Kine: Yes. 

that 

much about our family. As a matter 

of fact, she asked me to give you a 


The strangest part of it 


was she seemed to know so 


message. 

Auicia: Me, Father? 

Kine: Yes, you. She said I should 
tell you to polish that bone on your 
plate. 


Auictia (Holding up the bone and looking 
at it): This fishbone, Father? 

Kine: Yes, my dear. 
odd, but that is what she said. She 
said you should dry it and polish it 
until it resembles mother-of-pearl, 


It may sound 


and then you are to keep it as a 
present from her. 

QUEEN: Ridiculous! 

AuictA: Isn’t that odd? (PEGGY comes 
closer and bends over to look. Then 
she sniffs in disdain.) 

Kina: The Good Fairy said to tell you 
that the bone contains magic, but 
the magic may be used only once. 
Just one time, it will grant you what- 





ever you wish — if that wish is made 
at the proper time. 

Auicia (Beginning to polish vigorously) : 
Well, my goodness. If that is the 
case, I’d better take care of it. 
(QUEEN looks upset. KING goes to 
her and leans over her.) 

Kine: Is something the matter, dear? 
You look so pale. 

QUEEN (Putting the back of her hand to 
her forehead): Oh, I do feel faint. 
Kina: Alicia, come help your mother. 
Auicia (Rising): Mother, let me help 
you. (Together, they help the QUEEN 

to the divan.) 

Kine: We'll make you as comfortable 
as we can, my dear. (He turns to 
Preaey.) Bring some cold wet cloths, 
Peggy. Then bathe Her Majesty’s 
forehead. 

Pracy (Haughtily): Not me, sir. I’m 
no nurse. I quit. 

Kina: You quit? At a time like this? 

Pracy: I most certainly do. This 
place has turned into a madhouse 
lately. All those children to take 
care of, and the cooking to do — 
and the cleaning and everything. I 
don’t blame the other servants for 
quitting. I’m quitting, too, right 
now. I’ve had enough of working 
my fingers to the bone. (She takes 
off her apron and cap and hangs them 
over the back of a chair. Then she 
prepares to leave.) 

Kina (Following her): Oh, please, don’t 
leave now, Peggy. We need you so! 
We'll raise your wages. 

Praay: If you’d only pay me the wages 
I have coming! But don’t worry, 
you can keep my back wages. You 
probably need the money worse 
than I do. (She exits.) 


Kine (Rubbing QuEEN’s hands): Oh, 
what shall we do, now? 

Auicta (Bravely): We'll be all right, 
Father. I’m a good nurse. Don’t 
worry. 

Kina (Pacing the floor): If only we had 
some money, we could hire help and 
make things easier for everyone. 
But payday isn’t until next week, 
and I can’t expect my people to pay 
me before then. 

Auicta (Fanning QUEEN): Don’t worry, 
Father. A little extra work won’t 
hurt us. We'll do our best. 

Kina: You’re a good girl; my dear. I 
.don’t know what we’d do without 
you. (He begins stacking up remain- 
ing dishes and carries out a load of 
them.) 

Auicia: You’re better now, aren’t you, 
Mother? 

QvueEEN: Oh, I feel so weak. Yet I hate 

(KING 


to be a burden upon you. 
reappears and listens.) 


AuictaA: Don’t worry about that, 
Mother. I’m strong. I won’t mind 
doing Peggy’s work. 

KinG (Thoughtfully) : Alicia, I was won- 
dering what became of that magic 
fishbone. 

Auicia (Feeling her pocket): Why, it’s 
right here, Father, in my pocket. 

Kine: You haven’t lost it? 

Auicta: No, Father. Why? 

Kine (Uncomfortably): Oh, nothing — 
I just wondered. (Sound of CuiL- 
DREN shouting comes from off-stage. 
They cry, “Alicia, Alicia.”) The 
children! Who is with them? 

Auicta: No one, Father. I fed them 
their dinner and sent them into the 
palace yard to play. (The CHILDREN 
burst into the room.) 





CHILDREN: Alicia, Alicia! Freddie hurt 
himself. 

Auicia: Oh, no! (She turns to Freppig, 
who holds out a hand apparently red 
with blood. She kneels before him and 
examines the hand tenderly.) What 
happened to you, brother dear? 

FREDDIE (Sobbing): It hurts, Alicia. 
Oh, it hurts. (He wails.) 

CHILDREN (Talking all at once and 
interrupting each other): We were 
running — playing tag Freddie 
ran against the window — his hand 
went through the glass. (/tc.) 


Auicia: Through the window! Oh, 


dear! Well, we must bandage it up. 


Get the bandages, children, and 

towels and some water. You know 
what to do. 

CHILDREN 


Alicia. 


(Rushing will, 

We will. 

Auicia: Now don’t 
Alicia will have it fixed up 
good as new. (She hugs him.) 

QUEEN (Moaning): Oh, my head. Will 
troubles never end? (The KiNG goes 
to the QUEEN to comfort her.)! 

KinG: Alicia - 

Auicia (Looking up): Yes, Father? 

Kine: I was just wondering, dear. 
Whatever became of that fishbone? 

Auic1a: My magic bone? 

Kine: Yes. 

Auicia (Feeling pocket): Why, it’s still 
right here in my pocket. Why, 
Father? 

Kine (Shifting uncomfortably): Oh, 
nothing, I just wondering. 
(The CHILDREN dash back in with 
basin, towel, bandages, medicine.) 

CHILDREN (Interrupting each other): 
Here’s a basin of water, Alicia — 
some towels — Here are some band- 


off): We 


cry, Freddie. 


soon 


was 


ages, Alicia — I brought you some 
medicine. (Htc.) 

Auicia: Thank you, my dears. Thank 
you. We’ll soon have Freddie fixed 
up good as new. (She moves FREDDIE 
to a chair beside the table.) Now, 
let’s put the basin and the other 
things right here. (She indicates a 
place on the table. The CHILDREN do 
as she directs, then stand around to 
watch while she bandages the hand.) 

Kine (Walking the floor): If only 
Peggy hadn’t quit, she would have 
been here to help you. Oh, if only it 
were pay day! 

QuEEN (Dramatically): If only I felt 
better! 

Auicia (Completing her task): There 
you are! (FREDDIE 
gets down off the chair, holds up his 
hand to be admired, and gives ALICIA 
a broad smile.) Now! Who will help 
me with the dishes? 

CHILDREN (Shouting): We will. We 
will, Alicia. (They troop off-stage.) 
Auicta (About to follow the CHILDREN, 
she turns to speak to the Kuno): 

Father — 

Kina: Yes? 

AuiciA: Since all the servants have 
left, we will have to think about 
feeding the children. 

Kine (Uncomfortably): Yes? 

Auicta: There was only enough cereal 
left for their dinner. What shall we 
do about supper? Do you think you 
should go to the market and buy 
something — or shall I? 

Kine (Uncomfortably): My dear, we 
have no money. 

Auicta (Shocked): No money at all? 

Kine: None at all. (He turns his 
pockets out for her to see.) And we 


Good as new! 





won’t have any until pay day, next 
week. 

Auicia (Walking the floor thoughtfully, 
as the Kine watches her): Isn’t there 
some way we could earn some? 

Kine: I don’t see how. The people 
wouldn’t want their King to be 
digging ditches, or mending fences. 
It would make them feel sad if they 
thought we were poor. 

Auicia: Perhaps if I got a job? 

Kinc: You are needed right here, my 
dear. How would your eighteen 
little brothers and sisters get along 
without you? Who would wash 
their faces, and dress them, and feed 
them, and play with them, and tell 
them stories? Who would care for 
your mother? 

Aurora (Thoughtfully): Yes, I see that. 
(With decision) I suppose we’ll just 
have to use our magic fishbone. 

Kina: You still have it? It isn’t lost? 

Auicta (Indignantly): Of course, it 
isn’t lost, Father. I just didn’t want 
to ask for help as long as there was 
something we could do for ourselves. 
(She thinks a while longer.) But now, 
I just don’t see how we can get 
along without help from someone. 
The children will soon be crying for 
food. (She shakes her head.) I just 
can’t think of any other way to help 
them. So, (She draws the bone from 
her pocket, holds it up to look at it 
and kisses it impulsively.) I wish it 
were pay day! (Immediately a 
shower of money descends upon them, 
thrown from off-stage.) 

Kine: Pay day! All this beautiful 
money! (He begins to gather it up, 
kneeling on the floor.) Now our 
servants will come back. (The Goop 


Farry GRANDMARINA enters.) 

Farry: Yes, King Watkins, now your 
servants will come back, and you 
will be able to spare the Princess 
Alicia. 

Kina (From his knees on the floor): 
Spare Alicia? What do you mean? 
We'll never be able to spare Alicia. 

Farry (Firmly): Oh, yes, you will. 
Alicia is coming with me. 

Auicia (Bewildered): Going with you? 
Where? (She glances about the room 
and gestures toward it with outspread 
hands) How can I leave? Father is 
right — the children and mother 
need me. 

Farry (Firmly): They will be all right. 
You have used your magic fishbone 
wisely. Since it will be of no more 
use to you, I will take it back. (She 
does so.) But from now on, Your 
Majesty, (She bows to the Kina) you 
will have a pay day every week. 
You will be able to pay your servants 
often, and they will be glad to stay 
with you. ° 

Kinc: That will be a big help, I must 
say. (He turns to the QUEEN) Won’t 
it, my dear? 

QUEEN (Sitting up): I should say so. 
I feel better already. (She gets up 
and stands beside the Kina, holding 
his arm.) 

Farry (Putting an arm around Auicta): 
And this fine girl will be able to 
lead a life of her own. 

Kine: But where are you taking her? 
I think we have a right to know. 
Farry: In the next kingdom lives a 
handsome and wealthy prince — 
Prince Wonderful. He asked me to 
find him a wife who will be unselfish, 
kind, loving, and true. Naturally, 





I thought of Alicia right away. But, 
just to be sure, I decided to put her 
to a test. So, I slipped that magic 
fishbone into her salmon when no 


one was looking. 
KrnG: So that’s why you made such a 


fuss over that bone! You knew it 
was there. You put it there. 

Farry (Haughtily): Naturally. I 
wanted to see what Alicia would 
wish for. Did she wish for something 
selfish for beauty, or riches, or a 
fine palace to live in? (The Kine 
shakes his head decidedly. Yatry 
nods in agreement) You’re right. She 
did not. Did she wish for her work to 
become lighter for her burdens 
to be removed? (Kina shakes head. 
FAIRY again nods 
She did not. (She points her finger 
several times in emphasis.) Instead, 
she asked for help for her family 
and then only when she could think 
of no other way to help them. 

Kina: She has been a wonderful daugh- 
ter. We love her very much. 

Farry: And she will make a wonderful 
Queen, one who will not shirk her 
duties. (She looks at the QUEEN, 
who seems embarrassed ) 


in agreement.) 


Kine: But how do you know Alicia 
wants to go? Perhaps she would 
rather spend her life here with us, 
looking after her ailing mother. 

Farry: Ailing, my foot! But we can 
easily find out. (She turns to AuictA) 
My dear, would you like to marry 
the charming Prince Wonderful and 
rule over his castle? 

Auicia (Clasping her hands and &peak- 
ing ecstatically): Oh, yes! It will be 
the dream of my life come true! 
(At her words, PRINCE WONDERFUL 
throws open the door and enters.) 

QUEEN (Impressed): Oh! Isn’t he hand- 
some! 

Kine (With awe): Prince Wonderful! 
(Auicia draws back modestly. The 
CHILDREN enter noisily.) 

CHILDREN: We did the dishes, Alicia. 
The dishes are done. (When they 
see the Prince, they become shy.) A 
prince! Isn’t he handsome? (Ftc.) 

Prince (Holding his hand to 
Auicta): Come. My palace is empty 
without you. (Axicta takes his hand 
and they exit.) 

Att (With wonder): They will live 
happily ever after! (Quick curtain) 

THE END 


out 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Maaic FIsHBONE 


Characters: 4 male; 4 female; as many other 
male or female as desired for royal children. 
(Dickens specified eighteen.) 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes: Court costumes, if desired, for 
royal family and Prince Wonderful. King’s 
clothing should be rather shabby, and 
Princess Alicia should be dressed neatly, 
not showily. Children may be dressed as 
common children. King and Queen wear 
crowns, and Princess Alicia and Prince 
Wonderful may wear small coronets. Good 
Fairy is dressed as an old-fashioned, eld- 
erly lady. Mr. Pickles wears street clothes, 


with white dish towel as an apron, and a 
white cap. Peggy wears a black dress and 
apron and cap. 

Properties: Pushcart, wrapping paper, and 
fish, for Mr. Pickles; fishbone (real or 
imaginary) and fan, for Alicia; bandaging 
material, basin, towels, and a small bottle, 
for children. 

Setting: The dining room of the palace of 
King Watkins. It is a simple room with 
a dining table and chairs for three people. 
There is a divan or couch with pillows on 
one side of the stage. 

Lighting: No special effects. 
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The Scarecrow and the Witch | 


by Rowena Bennett 


Characters 
Witcu 
Cat (Small Fairy) 
SCARECROW 
CLOWNS 
ELVES 
SPRITES 
Farry QUEEN 
I’ AIRIES 
Time: Halloween. 
SETTING: A field. 
Berore Rise: The CLowns, ELVEs, 
SPRITES and Farries march or snake- 
dance onto the stage in front of the 
curtain. They recite in chorus. 
Au: This is the eve, the wonderful eve, 
Of fairies and brownies and make- 
believe; 

When the pumpkin-moon rolls over 
the sky, 

Pushed by the wind that’s hurrying 
by, 

Carrying the leaves with their with- 
ery crackle, 

Sounding like laughter or witches’ 
cackle. 


This is the night, the mysterious 
night, 

When Jacky-O’-Lantern is winking 
his light. 

When witches are riding their run- 
away brooms 

And ghosts are a-gliding right out of 
their tombs. 

When frolic and rollick and games- 
on-the-run 


Make-up and shape-up the Hal- 
loween fun. 

CLown (Stepping forward): I am a 
goblin turned into a clown. 

I make people giggle by tumbling 
down. (He turns a somersault or 
cartwheel, then returns to his place.) 

Eur (Stepping forward): I was a wizard. 
I lived by myself. 

I hated my looks so I changed to 
an elf. (He does a little jig and 
returns to his place.) 

Sprite (Coming forward): I 
witch who grew tired of badness. 

Now I like laughter and dancing and 
gladness. (She laughs and dances 
about, then returns to place.) 

Farry QUEEN (Coming forward): Evil 
and badness are over and done. 

This is the time for Halloween fun. 

SMALL Farry (Running forward): No, 
no, no! I’ve met a witch who is 
still very bad. 

Au (Shocked): Oh-h-h! No-o-o! 

FarrY QUEEN: When? Where? 

SMALL Farry: Over in the pumpkin 

field near the corn and bean. 

She dances with a scarecrow there 
every Halloween. 

Farry QUEEN: Can you go and find 
her? And teach her better things? 
SMALL Farry: Yes, oh, yes, I’ll try, 
my queen. I want to earn my wings. 

QUEEN (Handing cat costume to SMALL 

Farry): Then wear this little catskin. 

Put on this kitten face. (She hands 
her a mask.) 


was a 





And send the witch’s cat away 
So you can take her place. (She 
helps SMALL Farry dress as she talks.) 
Smatt Farry (Padding about): Mew, 
mew! (She licks a paw with her 
tongue.) Meow, Meow! (She picks 
up her tail and twitches it.) Purr, 
purr! (She struts about proudly.) 
Au: Oh, what a wonderful cat! 
QUEEN (Kissing SMALL Farry on the 
forehead): I wish that I could help 
you face that dreadful witch; 

But, since you know the right from 
wrong, go teach her which is 
which. 

Aut (As SmaAutt Farry walks slowly 
offstage): Yes, go into the world, 

dear puss, 

With mews, and meows, and purrs; 
A fairy-child must win her wings 
(All 
wave goodbye, as SMALL Farry exits. 
Then they form a snake-line, single 
file, hands wpon one another’s should- 
ers, and repeat the opening verses as 
they exit. The curtain rises. The stage 
with 
shining. The Scarecrow is leaning 
against the fence in a lifeless way. 
Clock off-stage strikes midnight, and 
the Wircu enters, straddling broom- 

stick.) 

Wircu (Chanting as she gallops about 
stage): Lippity-clippity, here I go 
Over the pumpkins, to and fro, 
Hippity-hoppity, high and low, 
Ride-away, glide-away, fast or slow— 
Lippity-clippity, here I go! 

Wearing a cape, all flippity-flap, 

Wearing a mighty and magical hat, 
Riding along with my big black cat... 
(She stops suddenly and looks around.) 
Where is that cat? (She walks to the 


The way a man wins spurs. 


is semi-dark, a harvest moon 


edge of the stage, and calls angrily.) 

Come here, you Shadow, come out 
of the gloom. 

What do you mean, jumping off my 
broom? (Cart enters.) 

Cat (Meekly): Me-ow. 

Wircu (Getting off broomstick and 
thrusting it toward Cat): Here, tie 

up my broom. Do as I say. 

Don’t let that broomstick gallop 
away. 

Cat: Me-ow, me-ow-wow-wow. (She 
moves to right with broom and ties it 
to a corn shock.) 

Wrrcu: And now I’!] waken my friend 

the scarecrow. 

I’ll give him a magic to make his 
hair grow. (She takes a pepper 
shaker from her pocket, and with a 
cackling laugh approaches the 
Scarecrow. She waves her arms 
wildly in front of him and sprinkles 
him with powder.) 

Mumble-y, bumble-y, glimmery- 
glance 

Tuck in your shirt-tail and brush off 
your pants, 

The hour has come for our Hal- 
loween dance — 

Mumble-y, bumble-y, glimmery- 
glance! (The ScARECROW moves, 
yawns, stretches. The Wrrcu 
cackles with delight. The Cat 
mews plaintively.) 

Scarecrow (Rubbing his eyes and look- 
ing at Wrrcu in disgust): Oh! So it’s 
you, is it? Same old ragged cape! 
Same old pointed hat! Same old 
dirty face! I’ve been dancing with 
you every Halloween for the last 
hundred years. Why can’t I have 
another partner? 

Wircn (Angrily): You ought to be 





glad that I brought you to life. 
Not only to dance, but to give you 
a wife. 
The Queen of the Witches will mend 
up your britches. 

Scarecrow: You for a wife? Ha, ha, 
ha! Mend me up, would you? He, 
he, he! You never took a stitch in 
your life. Look at the rags you’re 
wearing! 

Wrircu: My raggedy cape is a part of 

my riches. 

The magic comes out of the holes 
when it twitches. 

But as for your britches 

I’ll take all the stitches 

And after I’ve finished with all of 
the mending, 

They'll never rip out with your 
bowing and bending. 

Scarecrow: It all sounds very good. 
Perhaps you can sew and I daresay 
you can sweep since you’re always 
carrying a broom. But — can you 
cook? That’s what I’d like to know. 

Wircn (Grinning): Can I cook? I'll 

show my mettle. (She turns to 
Cart.) 

Shadow, fetch water. 
kettle. (Cat exits.) 

I’ll make a very wondrous brew 

As only a proper witch can do. 

(Cat enters with kettle. To Cart, 

pointing off-stage right) 

Now fill the kettle with owl eyes 

And serpent tongues and wings of 
flies 

And cricket legs for cricket pies. 
(She turns to Scarecrow. Cat 
remains at right stage.) 

You'll praise my cooking to the skies! 

Scarecrow: Ugh! I never could eat 
that stuff! (He makes a face.) I’m 


I want my 


going to look for a real wife. (He 
takes a few wobbly steps away from 
the fence.) A wife who can dust and 
cook and sew. She has to be pretty, 
too, pretty and clean! 
Wircu (Cackling and shaking all over 
with laughter): No woman like that 
would call her own 
A fellow who never could stand alone 
And hadn’t a hint of a real backbone. 
Scarecrow (Saddened): No, you're 
right. I haven’t any backbone. (He 
leans back against the fence and his 
head droops.) 
Wirca (Patting his arm): Never mind! 
I like you just as you are. 
All wobbly and worried and harried. 
I'll go and I’ll fetch my magical 
charms 
And then we'll take off and be 
married. (She straddles her broom- 
stick and gallops off, left.) 
Scarecrow (Miserably): If only I 
could make myself over! (He bursts 
into tears) If only I could be a man! 
Cat (Suddenly running to him): You 
mean that? You really want to be 
aman? (She sets the kettle down near 
him.) 
Scarecrow (Blinking and looking 
around): Who’s talking? 
Cat: Iam. I learned to talk long ago 
but I never let the witch know it. 
Scarecrow: Well, of all things! You 
must have picked up quite a bit of 
magic, living with her. 
Cat: Hmmmm. I know only white 
magic. I don’t like the black kind. 
Scarecrow: Then perhaps you can 
help me. 
Cat: Of course, I can! See that haw- 
thorn tree over there? (She points 


off-stage, right.) One of those 





branches would make a wonderful 
backbone. 

Scarecrow (Shrinking a little): 
Wouldn’t it prickle? 

Cat: It might. But anything good is 
worth suffering for. (She runs to the 
right, ““plucks’’ branch from off-stage 
and takes it to ScAaRECROW.) 

Scarecrow (Handling it gingerly): Oh, 
oh! Ouch! 

Cat: Don’t be a ’fraidy-cat. 
a cat, but I’m not a ’fraidy one. 
See, I’ll help you put your backbone 
in place. But you have to be brave 


I may be 


about it or it will spoil everything. 

Scarecrow: I'll try. I’ll shut my eyes, 
and cover my ears and bite my lip. 
(He does so. The Cat pushes the 
prickly stick down his back, under his 
shirt. 
not to cry out.) 

CaT 
SCARECROW straightens himself.): 
There! You're 
already beginning to look like a man. 

Scarecrow (Delighted): Am I? Oh, 
give me a mirror, quick! 

Cat (Picking a piece of tin up off the 
ground): There! (She holds it up for 
him.) 

SCARECROW (Swelling with pride as he 
looks at himself): Oh, I do look 
straight and tall! I do! I do! It 
must be magic! 


He makes faces but manages 
(Backing off and watching as 


Open your eyes! 


Cat (Goes behind corn shock and brings 
forth an armful of clothes): But you 


need a better coat and hat. (She 
helps him off with the old clothes and 
on with the new, and looks him over 
critically.) Now take off that grin 
and give me a real smile. 
ScaREcROW (Pulls off his mask and 


smiles radiantly as he looks in the 
tin mirror): 
Oh, I am a man, an honest man, 

I stand up all alone. (He struts.)’ 
I need no fence to lean upon, 

For I’ve a real backbone! (He 
bows to Cav with a sweep of his 
hat.) 

Cat: You’re wonderful. Now if only 
the poor witch would reform! 

Scarecrow (Thoughtfully): Yes, I do 

I think [ll go 
and see if I can’t find a little magic 
to help her. (He exits.) 

Cat (Doing a little triumphant dance 
and chanting) : 


feel sorry for her. 


It never is magic and magic alone 
That teaches a body to stand on his 
own. 
You must want to be manly to earn 
(Wircu enters. She 
is straddling the broom and is 
loaded with 
books. She 


a backbone. 


bags, bundles and 


looks around, be- 
wildered.) 
Wircu: Now where is that scarecrow? 
He makes me pout. 
He’s slinking and hiding, I haven’t 
a doubt. (She gets off her broom 
and pokes around with it behind 
the fence and among the 
shocks.) 
He couldn’t get far, since he’s so 
slow, 


corn 


Without my magic spell, I know. 
Cat (Coming up behind her): Yes, he 
could! He’s turned into a man. 
Wircu (Wheeling about): Who said 

that? It can’t be the cat. 
Cat: Oh yes, it is! And it’s true! 
Wircu: Who taught you to talk, 

You foolish young gawk? 





Cat (Smoothly): U’ve always known 
how. 
Wircu (Sitting down suddenly on a big 
pumpkin and bursting into sobs): 
Oh dear! Oh dear! It’s really tragic! 
What good are my charms? (She 
tosses away her bags and bundles.) 

What good is my magic? 
away her books) 

My scarecrow has taught himself to 
walk, 

And my cat has somehow learned to 
talk. 

And I thought without my charm 
or spell 


(Tosses 


They couldn’t do anything very well. 

(She wails and wrings her hands.) 

And now they’ll leave me 
friends! 


my only 


Is that the way witchery always 
ends? (She tears her hair.) 

Car (Kindly): Why don’t you try 
making yourself over? ‘The way the 

(She fetches another 
set of clothes from behind corn shock.) 

Wircu (Looking up hopefully): Oh, do 

you think I really could? 

I’ll throw off my cape and my 
conical hood. (She casts the old 
clothes away and puts on the new. 
The Cat meanwhile fetches the 
kettle.) 

Cat: And you'll wash your face and 
you'll wash your hands. 

Wircn (Turning her back to audience 
and going through the motions of 
washing over the kettle, but really re- 
moving her mask): And I'll make 
some wonderful, beautiful plans. 

Cat: What plans? 

Wircu: I'll go to the scarecrow and 

tell him he’s wise, 


scarecrow did! 


And say that I want to apologize. 
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Cat: Very good! You can do it right 
now, because here he comes. (SCARE- 
CROW enters looking proud and manly.) 

Witcu (Running to him): Oh, I never 
dreamed you could look so fine! 

Scarecrow (Looking her over in amaze- 
ment): But how about you, old 

friend of mine? 
You’re pretty and clean, and you’d 
make a good wife 

Wircu (Eestatically): You really mean 
it? (She throws her arms around him.) 
I’m yours for life! 

Car (Running to front of stage and 
winking at audience): And nobody 

knows, unless he’s wise, 
That I am a fairy dressed in disguise! 
(FArRY QUEEN comes onstage followed 
by chorus, which weaves in and out of 
corn shocks and forms a semicircle 
around main characters.) 

FarRY QUEEN (Running up to Cat, 
Wircu and Scarecro « and shaking 
hands with each in turin, introducing 
them to chorus as she does so): Here 

is the cat, the wonderful cat 
Who reformed a witch — just think 
of that! 

Cuorvs: Just think of that! (They bow 
to the Cat and the Cat returns bow.) 

FarrY QUEEN: And here is the witch 

who’s discarded her hat 
And all her black magic 
think of that! 

Cuorus (Bowing to Wircu who returns 
bow): Just think of that! 

Farry QuEEN: And here is the scare- 

crow who stands on his own, 
Manly and tall, with a big backbone. 

Aut: Hurrah! Hurrah! For the big 
backbone. (They bow to ScAaRECcROW, 
who nods in return.) 


now just 





Wircu (To Cat): And you are a fairy 
disguised as a cat! 

Farry QuEEN (Helping SMALL Farry 
take off her cat skin): Yes, just think 
of that! 


Cuorus: Yes, of all things! 
Farry Queen (Taking Witcu and 
Scarecrow by the hands): Now join 
our party, and dance to our tune, 
Under the gold of the Halloween 


Cuorus: Oh, just think of that! 

Farry QUEEN (As SMALL FAIRY 
emerges from cat skin): And now, for 
your good deed you’ve earned your 
two wings. (One of chorus members 
hands wings to Farry QUEEN who 
pins them on SMALL Farry.) 

Wircn and Scarecrow (With eyes 


moon. (All join hands and weave 
in and out among the corn shocks, 
chanting.) 
Evil and badness are over and done. 
This is the time for Halloween fun. 
Evil and badness are over and done. 
(Curtain falls as they chant.) 


THE END 


popping): Well, of all things! 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
THE SCARECROW AND THE WITCH 


Characters: 3 male; 4 female; any number of 
male and female extras. 


Playing Time: 15 minutes. 


Costumes: The elves, fairies, clowns, and 
sprites are appropriately dressed. The 
small fairy wears a simple costume so that 
she can easily slip into a cat costume and 
mask. The fairy queen wears robes and a 
crown. The witch is dressed in a ragged 
black cape, pointed hat, and has a grimy 
appearance. She wears a mask. The scare- 
crow wears patched and ragged trousers 
and a shirt, and a straw hat. He wears 
a grinning mask. Later witch and scare- 
crow change to better clothes. 


Properties: Broomstick, pepper shaker, bags, 
bundles, and books, for witch; kettle, 
hawthorn branch, piece of tin for cat; 
“wings,” for fairy queen. 


Setting: A field, at midnight. There are corn 
shocks and pumpkins scattered about the 
stage. A piece of fence or a gatepost is 
at left of center. A harvest moon is pinned 
up on the back curtain. 


Lighting: The stage lights should be dim, if 
possible. 


Sound: Off-stage clock strikes midnight, as 
indicated in text. 





Part Three 


Lower Grades 





The Enchanted Cottage 


by Deborah Newman 


Characters 
Rosa ) 
ELIZABETH | 
MARGARET } princesses 
JESSICA 
KATHERINE 
THE QUEEN 
Lavy JANE 
Lapy ANNE 
QUEEN oF HEARTS 
CINDERELLA 
Snow WHITE 
POTERINDA, the witch 
4 Gypsy GIRLS 


Time: Just before the wedding of the 
Princess Rosa. 

SertinG: The dressing room of PRIN- 
cEss Rosa. 

At Rise: Princess Rosa, dressed in 
her bridal gown, is sianding by a 
window. ELIZABETH sits at the dress- 


ing table, applying lipstick. Mar- 
GARET and KATHERINE stand behind 
her. MARGARET is spraying per- 
fume, KATHERINE is powdering her 
face. Jxssica sits on the chaise, 
brushing her shoes. The QUEEN enters. 

QueEN: Girls! Have you finished 
dressing? Let me see how you look. 

Jussica: Mama, Elizabeth has too 
much lipstick on. 

QUEEN (Bustling to the dressing table): 
Elizabeth, take some of that lipstick 
off. Margaret, put down the per- 
fume. (She goes to the window and 


brings Rosa to center.) Oh, my dear 
Rosa. What a beautiful bride you 
are. 

Rosa: Mama, has Andrew come? 

QuesENn: No, Andrew is not here yet. 

Rosa (Upset): But where is he? He 
promised to be here hours ago! 

QuEEN (Comforting Rosa): There, 
there, Rosa. Andrew will come soon. 

EvizABETH: Perhaps Prince Andrew 
has forgotten that today is his 
wedding day. (She giggles.) 

QUEEN: Elizabeth! Stop being so 
silly — and take off some of that 
lipstick. 

EvizaBetu (Pouting): 
(She blots the lipstick.) 

MARGARET: Mama, how can we have 
the wedding if Andrew isn’t here? 

Rosa: Something has happened to 
Andrew. I know it! (She goes to 
the window.) 

Queen: Andrew will come. 

KATHERINE: But just suppose Andrew 
doesn’t come, Mama. 

Queen: I will not suppose any such 
thing. Katherine, put down that 
powder puff. You’re beginning to 
look like a ghost. Now girls, I 
want to see how you look. Line up, 
please. (She places the girls.) Rosa, 
you stand here. Then Elizabeth 
and Margaret. And then Katherine 
and Jessica. (All are in place except 
Jessica, who is still brushing her 


Oh, Mama! 





shoes.) Jessica, put on your shoes 
and come here! 

JessicA: But Mama, my shoes need 
brushing. 

QUEEN: Jessica, I cannot worry about 

Don’t you realize 
that in one hour your sister will be 
getting married? All of the guests 
are here. The King and Queen of 
Hearts have come, and Cinderella, 
and Snow White 

Jessica (Putting on her shoes): 


your shoes now. 


But 
Andrew isn’t here. How can we 
have a wedding without the bride- 
groom? 
QUEEN: Prince Andrew will not miss 
Now 
(Jessica rises and stands 
KATHERINE. The QUEEN 
You look beauti- 
Just beautiful! Now, let me 


his own wedding. come, 
Jessica. 
beside 

clasps her hands.) 


ful! 


see you walk in your dresses. Slowly. 


(The QUEEN sings “Here Comes the 
Bride” and the princesses move slowly 
across the room. As they approach 
the side of the stage, thunder and wild 
laughter are heard, and PoTERINDA 
comes into the room.) 

PoTrEeRINDA: Ha, ha! 
bride. And what a pretty bride. 
Ha, ha! (All turn fearfully, saying 
“Poterinda!”’) Yes, it’s Poterinda. 
I came to the wedding, too 
though I was not invited. 

QUEEN (Fearfully): We thought 
we thought — 

PoTEeRINDA (Evilly): Did you think I 
didn’t like weddings? 

QuEEN: No. We thought — we 
thought you had left the kingdom 
forever. But we are glad you are 
here. 

PoTERINDA: You may not be so glad 


Here comes the 


- even 


when you hear what I have to say. 
You are waiting for the bridegroom, 
Prince Andrew. Am I right? 

Rosa: What have you done to Andrew? 

PorerINDA: Ha, ha! I am glad you 
asked me. I have cast a magic spell 
on your handsome prince, my dear 
bride. He is in the little cottage at 
the edge of the forest. 

QuEEN: Then we shall go to him at 
once. 

PorerRINDA: Ha, ha! Not so fast! 

Prince Andrew cannot leave the cot- 

tage. My magic spell will keep him 

there until he comes to claim a bride 
who can cook and clean and sew. 

And you, my pretty princess 

you cannot cook and clean and sew. 

You cannot break the spell. And 

now, I bid you goodbye. Prince 

(She 
leaves to a roll of thunder, laughing 
wildly as she goes.) 

Rosa (Going to the QUEEN): 
Mama, what shall I What 
Poterinda said is true. I cannot 
cook, I cannot clean, I cannot even 


Andrew will never be yours! 


Oh, 


do? 


sew. 

Queen: That horrible Poterinda! How 
dare she? 

SLIZABETH: Mama, won’t there be any 
wedding? 

KATHERINE: Poor Prince Andrew. 

MareGaret: Poor Rosa. Oh, that mean 
Poterinda! I hate her! 

JessicA: Mama, couldn’t Rosa pre- 
tend she knew how to cook and clean 
and sew? 

EvizABetTu: That 
would know. 

Rosa (Sitting on chair near table): 
There must be something I can do. 
I can’t let Andrew stay in that cot- 


mean old witch 





tage. (She cries.) Oh, Mama, it 
isn’t fair. (LaApy ANNE enters.) 

Lapy ANNE (Curtsying to QUEEN): 
Your Majesty, some of the wedding 
guests wish to come in. May I bid 
them enter? 

Rosa: Mama, please tell them to go 
away. I do not want to see anyone. 

QuEEN: Rosa, remember you are a 
princess. Lady Anne, ask our guests 
to come in. (Lapy ANNE curtsies 
and exits. A moment later she returns 
with the QUEEN oF Hearts, CINDER- 
ELLA and SNow WHITE.) 

Lapy ANNE: The Queen of Hearts. 

(JUEEN: 
you to our palace. 

QuEEN oF Hearts: Bless my hearts, I 
am happy to be here. 

Lapy ANNE: The Princess Cinderella. 

QuEEN: Welcome, Cinderella. 

CINDERELLA: I, too, am glad to be here 
at this happy time. 

Lapy ANNE: The Princess Snow White. 

QUEEN: Welcome, Snow White. 

Snow Wuire: All the people in my 
kingdom send their love to you and 


Your Majesty, we welcome 


and the Princess Rosa. 
QUEEN OF Hearts (Going to Rosa): 


What a beautiful bride you are, my 


dear. (Takes Rosa’s face in her 
hands) But what’s this? Bless my 
hearts, there are tears in her eyes. 

Jessica: Rosa is crying because that 
old witch Poterinda has cast a magic 
spell on Prince Andrew. 

KATHERINE: Poterinda has said An- 
drew must stay in the little cottage 
at the edge of the forest. 

E.izaBetu: Andrew may not leave the 
cottage until he comes to claim a 
bride who can cook and clean and 
sew. 


65 


Rosa: I would do anything to break 
the spell. But I do not know how 
to cook and clean and sew. 

Snow Wuire: This is a dreadful state 
of affairs. 

CINDERELLA: Something must be done 
at once. 

Rosa (Hopefully): Is it hard to learn 
how to cook and clean and sew? 
QuEEN oF Hearts: Bless my hearts, 

child, of course it’s not hard. 

Rosa: Could I learn in an hour? The 
wedding is supposed to take place 
an hour from now. 

CINDERELLA: That is not much time, 
I fear. 

Snow Wurre: But Rosa could try. 

Rosa (Ezcitedly): Oh, I will try. 
try very hard. 

Jessica: But who will teach Rosa? 

QuEEN oF Hearts: I will teach her 
how to cook. 
tarts. 

CINDERELLA: I will teach her how to 
clean. When I lived with my step- 
mother, I always had to do all the 
cleaning. 


lll 


I am famous for my 


Snow Wuire: Then I will teach sew- 
ing. I always mended the work 
clothes of the seven dwarfs. And I 
made them new suits, too. 

QUEEN OF Hearts: We must all do 
what we can to free Prince Andrew. 
Now, let me see 
cooking things. 


we will need 


CINDERELLA: And brooms. 

Snow Wuirte: And needles and thread. 

QuEEN: Lady Anne, will you please see 
that these things are brought here 
at once? (Lapy ANNE curtsies and 
exits.) 


QUEEN OF Hearts: Rosa, my dear, 





you must wear an apron. All good takes the cooking equipment and exits 
cooks wear aprons. also.) 

Jessica (Going to dressing table and Rosa: That did not seem hard. 
opening drawer): Here is Rosa’s CrnpDERELLA: And cleaning is not hard, 
painting apron. And here is an either, Rosa. Listen to me. (She 
apron for you, Your Majesty. (She takes broom and sweeps, singing to 
brings two aprons and Rosa and the the tune of “Round the Mulberry 
QUEEN OF Hearts put them on. Bush’ .) 

Lapy ANNE and Lapy JANE enter This is the way you hold the broom. 
with all the equipment and put it on This is the way you sweep the room. 
the table.) If you learn well, you’ll break the 

QUEEN oF Hearts: Splendid! We spell, 
have everything we need. We will And you will free Prince Andrew. 
begin with the cooking lesson. The (All sing song again as Rosa takes 
tarts will take time to bake. (SNow a broom and sweeps.) 

Wuite takes the sewing thingsand pre- Rosa: This is fun! I like to clean. 
tends to sew. The QUEEN or Hearts Enizaperu: Let me try. (She takes a 
mixes the dough.) Now, Rosa, my broom and joins Rosa.) 

dear, watch me carefully end listen Snow Wurre: And now, the sewing 
to my song. (As she rolls the dough lesson. We can start on a patchwork 
out, cuts it, and puts it into muffin quilt. I have basted the squares and 
tins, etc., she sings to the tune of now, Rosa, you and I will sew them. 
“Sing a Song of Stxpence.’’) (Rosa takes needle and thread and 
Sing a song of baking, sits with Snow Wuire, pretending to 
Let’s roll out the dough. sew the patches. SNow WHITE sings 
Spices make it tasty, to the tune of “Twinkle, Twinkle, 
Sugar makes it glow. Little Star.’’) 

Put it in the pie plate, Thread your needle, then begin, 
Add some jam or mince. Work your needle out and in. 

When you bake this dainty dish, Make your stitches small and fine, 
You’re sure to free the prince. Always follow on the line. 

(While all sing the song, Rosa joins If you sew most carefully, 

the QUEEN oF Hearts, rolling out You will set Prince Andrew free. 
the dough, etc. Then the QUEEN OF (All repeat the song as the two sew in 
Hearts looks over the tins.) There! rhythm.) 

Excellent! Now I will go out to the Rosa (Holding up quilt): Look, Mama. 
kitchen and put these in the oven I can sew! I really can. 

to bake. QuEEN (Looking at quilt): | am proud 

QurEEN: Will you please show the of you, Rosa. You are a fine pupil. 
QuEEN or Hearts to the kitchen, Rosa: I have good teachers. 

Lady Jane? (Lapy JANE curtsiesand QuEEN oF Hearts (Entering with 
leads out the QUEEN or Hearts, who Lapy JANE, who carries a tray of 
is carrying the tins. Lapy ANNE tarts): The tarts are done. Here they 
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are, fit for a bride. Rosa, my dear, 
you are an excellent cook. (All ad- 
mitre tarts. Lapy ANNE enters.) 

Lapy ANNE (Curtsying to QUEEN): 
Your Majesty, some gypsies are here 
to see you. 

QvuEEN: Perhaps they have news of 
Prince Andrew. Let them enter. 
(Lapy ANNE exits and returns with 
the Gypsy GIRLS, who curtsy to the 
QUEEN.) 

Ist Gypsy: Your Majesty, we bring 
news for you. As we came through 
the forest just now, we saw the witch, 
Poterinda. 

2np Gypsy: She was very angry. 

3rp Gypsy: We heard her say, “The 
Princess Rosa is breaking my spell! 
She’ll do it! She'll 
Andrew!” 

4ru Gypsy: And then Poterinda rode 
off into the sky, screaming, “I must 
leave this kingdom forever.” 

EvizaBetu (At window): Rosa! 
Here comes Andrew. 
up to the castle gate. 

Jessica: Rosa, you did it! 

KATHERINE: You broke the spell! 

Rosa (Excitedly): Help me take off my 
apron. Tomorrow I will put it on 
again to cook Andrew’s breakfast 
but now I am a bride. (She runs to 
the window as Jessica helps her take 
off the apron.) Andrew! 

lst Gypsy: We gypsies wish you hap- 
piness, Princess Rosa. 

Rosa (Dancing around): Thank you. 
Thank you all. 

Queen: And now, let the wedding be- 
gin. (All march out, singing ‘Here 
Comes the Bride.’’) 

THE END 


free Prince 


tosa! 


He is riding 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue ENCHANTED CoTraGE 


Characters: 16 female. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes: Rosa is dressed as a bride. The 
other princesses wear bridesmaids’ cos- 
tumes. Poterinda is dressed as a witch. 
The gypsies wear colorful costumes. The 
other characters are dressed in the tradi- 
tional fairy tale robes. 

Properties: Lipstick, perfume atomizer, pow- 
der puff, brush, two aprons, mixing bowls, 

dough, rolling pins, knives, muffin tins, 
jars, brooms, needles, thread, scissors, 
patchwork quilt (already sewed), tray of 
tarts. 

Setting: The dressing room of Princess Rosa. 
Two large windows are on the upstage wall. 
At center is a table. Downstage right 1s a 
chaise longue or couch; downstage left, a 
dressing table with a mirror. 

Lighting: No special effects. 


—NOW AVAILABLE 


CATALOG 


of Plays Previously Published 
and Still in Active Demand. 


Here is a selected list of more than 500 
plays from past issues of PLAYS, The 
Drama Magazine for Young People. 
The play descriptions, each of which 
contains a plot summary, setting, and 
number of characters, are grouped un- 
der the following popular headings: 
Book Week Melodramas 
Christmas Memorial Day 
Columbus Day Mother’s Day 
Comedies Mysteries 
Faster Patriotic and Historical 
Fairy Tales, Folk Plays for All-Boy Casts 

Tales, Legends Plays for All-Girl Casts 
Farces Radio Plays 
Foreign Lands Science Fiction 
Graduation and Promotion Thanksgiving 
Halloween United Nations 
Health and Safety Valentine’s Day 
Lincoln's Birthday Washington's Birthday 
This catalog will be a convenient guide 
for subscribers who may wish to refer 
to material previously published in the 
magazine, Send for your free copy of 
this 48-page catalog. 


PLAYS, Inc., Publishers 


8 ARLINGTON ST., BOSTON 16, MASS. 














The Meanest Witch 


by Doris McBride 


Characters 
Parry ) 
BETH 
SAM SCARECROW 


> sisters 


STEVE SCARECROW 
SOLOMON SCARECROW 
Harry HopGos.in 
Grizzy WitcH 

Trme: Halloween evening, just about 
dark. 

SerrinG: The home of Parry and Breru. 
It is decorated for a Halloween party. 

At Rise: Parry and Bern are putting 
Sinishing touches on decorations. 

Patry: I wish we could think of some- 
thing new and exciting for this Hal- 
loween party. 

Betru: Yes, we always duck for apples, 
and play pin-the-grin on the jack- 
o’-lantern. I’d like to do something 

really scary. (Knock is heard at door. 

PATTY 

enter clumsily.) 


answers, and SCARECROWS 
Patry: My goodness, who in the world 
are you? You look like scarecrows. 
Sam Scarecrow (Bows, nearly falls): 
We are, indeed. I’m Sam Scarecrow. 
Sreve: I’m Steve Scarecrow. 
Sotomon: I’m Solomon Scarecrow. 
ALL (Together We’re 
stuffed with straw, and we wear 


SCARECROWS 


old clothes, 


Our knees are weak, but we can 
Scare Crows. 
We stumble and bumble and aren’t 


too bright, 


But we're jolly good fun on Hal- 
loween night. 

Beru (Laughing): Why, you can’t be 
real scarecrows. That’s impossible. 

SoLoMON: Nothing’s impossible on 
Halloween, ma’am. Goblins, witches, 
and scarecrows all come to life. We 
just climbed off our fenceposts a few 
minutes ago. 

Sam: That’s right. 
itch I couldn't 
Pardon me. 


And I’ve had an 
scratch all year. 
(Goes to door or piece 
of furniture, scratches back on it) 
SrevE: We were on our way to play 
Halloween pranks when we heard 
you girls talking about a party. 
Parry: Yes, yes our party. Could 
you stay for our party? Our friends 
have never met a live scarecrow. 
Fine! We like parties. 
Beto: Can you do any tricks, or tell 


SCARECROWS: 


stories? 

Sam: I can do a very loose-jointed 
dance. (Does a few clumsy steps) 

Sreve: I can sing “Turkey in the 
Straw.” (He pulls some straw out of 
his clothes.) 

Sotomon: And your guests could all 
have a giant pillow fight with us! 
Patry and Breru: Oh, goody! What 

fun! 

Sreve: Just one thing 
have any lighted candles in your 
jack-o’-lanterns. 

Sam: No, it just burns us up when chil- 


please don’t 


dren play with candles. 





Patry (Laughing): O.K., Scarecrows 
— no candles. 

Sotomon: We have a good friend gob- 
lin who might like to come to your 
party. 

Sam: He’s full of jokes and tricks. 

Betu: A real, true goblin? 

Steve: Yes, ma’am, and he would be 
the life of the party. See if you can 
find him, Solomon. 

SoLomon (Calling out door or window): 
Harry Hobgoblin!’ Come out, come 
out, wherever you are. 

Steve: Don’t yell so loud, Solomon. 
We don’t want Grizzy Witch to hear 
about this party. 

Sotomon: Grizzy Witch! Don’t even 
talk about her. She’s the meanest 
witch in the woods. (Harry Hops- 
GOBLIN enters, skipping.) 

Harry: Hi-diddle-dee and _ hi-diddle- 

doo, 
Steve, Sam and Sol, I’m glad to see 
you! (Sees girls, bows) 
I’m Harry Hobgoblin, 
magic hat, (Tips hat) 
And I’m known as Halloween’s num- 
ber one brat! 


with the 


Sam: Harry, meet Patty and Beth. 
They’re having a party tonight, and 
you’re invited. 


What a 


Harry: A party 
fine place for my jokes and tricks! 


ho ray! 


What’s 
me and a 


See how you like this one. 
the difference between 
sailor with a sore foot? 
Patry and Beru (After 
moment): We give up! 


thinking 

Harry: I’m a hobgoblin, and he’s 
gob hobblin’. 

Parry (Laughing): They will like your 
jokes, Harry. 


Bern: But what kind of tricks do you 
play? 

Harry: I can change the boys to 

circus clowns, 

And make them all walk upside- 
down. 

The girls may think they’re toy 
balloons 

And float around at the top of the 
rooms. 

A million tricks to make you merry 

Are here in the magic hat of Harry. 

Parry: Those tricks sound wonderful, 
but we don’t want anything too 
mean or scary. 

SoLomon: You don’t need to worry 
about that. His mother is very 
strict for a hobgoblin. 

Steve: Yes, when he gets too mean 
for even a mother to love, she just 
makes him swallow a human-kind- 
ness pill. 

Parry: A human-kindness pill! 

Harry: Yes, indeed. 
in my magic hat. 
show pill to girls) 

Bern (Touching it}: Is this a human- 
kindness pill? 

Harry: That’s it. Mother always 
makes me carry one on Halloween. 

Sam: It’s really a very good thing, too. 

Harry: Good! Terrible, you mean. 
Why, it tastes so delicious, I just 
forget how to play mean tricks. I 
get positively friendly. 

SrevE: What’s so terrible about that? 

Harry: I go around smiling and saying 
kind things, until no self-respecting 
goblin will even speak to me. 

Parry (Laughing): In that case, we 
promise not to make you take it 
unless you’re absolutely unbearable! 
(Off-stage, sounds of Grizzy WircH 


Here it is, right 
(Takes off hat to 





laughing, and thunder made by sheet 
metal.) 

Steve: Listen! What’s that noise? 
Oh, dear, I think it’s Grizzy Witch. 
I’m not staying here to find out! 
(Exits) 

Sam: Oh, no, not Grizzy Witch! I 
don’t feel so well! I have a pain right 
in the middle of my straw. So long, 
everybody. (zits) 

SoLomon: Wait for me, Sam. I don’t 
feel well, either. Goodbye, girls, and 
don’t let Grizzy Witch come to your 
party. (Exits) 

Harry: Holy hopping hobgoblins! I’m 
leaving, too. That Grizzy is so mean 


She’s the meanest! 


she makes us goblins look like angels. 
Keep her away if you can, girls. 
(Exits) 

Patry: Oh, dear, I don’t think I like 
witches, either. 

Bera: I’m shaking and quaking. 

Grizzy (Enters, with broomstick): Ah, 
ha, ha, ha if it isn’t Patty and 
Beth. A spooky Halloween to you, 
my dearies. 

Patty: Th-thank you, Grizzy Witch. 

Betu: The same to you, I’m sure. 

Grizzy: Tell me, dearies, what is this 
I hear about a party brewing? 

it’s not 


Patty: Oh, no, no. That is, 


much of a party. 
Betu: No fun at all for witches 
Grizzy: Ha, ha. Looks like fun to me, 
but it does look much too cheerful 
around here. (Looking at decorations) 
You need a few cobwebs and black 


bats, and spooky noises. Let Grizzy 


help you. 
Patty: Oh, no! 

the 

ready. 


No, thank you just 


same. You see, everything’s 


Beru: It wouldn’t be at all interesting 
for witches. 

Grizzy (Angrily): No, thank you. Not 
interesting. Not for witches. Patty 
and Beth, you don’t want me to 
come to your party. You wish I’d 
go home. You think I’m too ugly 
and too mean! 

Patry: Oh, Grizzy, no we don’t. I’m 
sure you're not really as mean as 
they say. 

Beto: And you're not ugly. 
not for a witch, anyway. 
Grizzy: I am ugly. And I am mean. 
In fact, when I’m not invited to 
parties, I’m the nastiest, scariest, 
meanest witch in or out of this world! 

Bera: Oh, no, Grizzy. We'd like you 
to come to our party. 

Patty: Yes, do come. 

Grizzy: I'll come all right, but you’ll 
wish I hadn’t. I’m coming to spoil 
your party. In fact, I’m going to 
start spoiling it right now. Sam, 
Steve and Solomon Scarecrow, I 
command you to appear. (She waves 
broomstick, and SCARECROWS return.) 

Sam (Frightened): Hello, Grizzy. 

SreveE: Imagine seeing you here. 

Grizzy: You won’t see me long, scare- 
crows. I’m going to scrub your faces 
with my magic broomstick. 

Sotomon: No, no, you mustn’t wash 
our faces, Grizzy. You'll wash off 
our painted eyes so we can’t see. 
(Grizzy scrubs at eyes. SCARECROWS 
turn faces away from audience as she 
goes from one to another) 

Sreve: Leave our mouths, or we can’t 
even talk. 

Grizzy (Scrubbing mouths): Not an- 
other word from you, my fine scare- 


(All fall in heap as she 


Well, 


crows. 





finishes.) Just a heap of straw is all 
that’s left of you, my friends. Now 
for Harry Hobgoblin. 

Patty: You mean old witch! 

Betu: How could you be so awful? 

Grizzy: Hepsi-heegla, Kalamazoo. 
Harry Hobgoblin, I want to see you! 

Harry (Enters, struggling to stay out of 
her reach): No, no, Grizzy, I don’t 
want to see you. 

Grizzy: Come here, Harry. Don’t 
you know you always remove your 
hat when there are ladies present? 

Harry: No, Grizzy, not my hat. I’d 
lose all my magic without my hat. 

Grizzy: Just what I have in mind, 
little goblin. (Snatches hat off his 
head) Now to brew up a magic 
potion. Harry, go fetch my cooking 
pot. 

Harry (Leaving sadly): Yes, Grizzy. 
(Exits) 


Grizzy: Tell me, Patty and Beth, do 
you like paper dolls? 

Patty: Yes, Grizzy, of course. 

Betu: We love paper dolls. 

Grizzy: Good! 


Because when I finish 
my magic brew, I’m going to change 
all your guests into paper dolls. 
(Harry returns, sets down pot. GIRLS 
go to one side.) 

Patty: Oh, Beth, 
What can we do? 

Bern: I don’t know, Patty. 
seared to think. 

Patry (Patting shoulders of ScareE- 
crows): Poor old scarecrows. Poor 
Harry, too. Grizzy ruined every- 
thing. 

Harry (Slips over to Giris_ while 
Grizzy is getting pot ready.) If we 
could only get her to take my 
human-kindness pill! It might work 


this is terrible. 


I’m too 


on witches, too, and she needs it 
much more than I do. 

Beta: Your human-kindness pill! 
That’s a good idea! 

Parry: Grizzy would never try that, 
especially if we asked her to. 

Harry: No, I guess it’s hopeless. 

Grizzy (Stirring with broomstick): Ah, 

what a lovely, beastly brew. 

It looks like mud and it tastes like 
glue. 

I stir it up in my magic pot, 

And let it cook till it’s boiling hot. 

Harry (Goes back beside Grizzy): 
Ugh. What awful stew you brew. 

Grizzy: Oh, ha, ha, ha. I’ll just taste 
this to see if it’s horrible enough. 
(Tastes) Hm, not quite. Now what 
could I add? 

Harry: Don’t add the pill in my magic 
hat, Grizzy. 

Grizzy: Quiet, Harry. Let me see. 
(Feels in pockets) I’m out of cobweb 
salt and hornets’ nests. I wish I had 
a few mosquito bones. 

Bera: Grizzy, don’t use Harry’s pill. 

Parry: No, it might be a meanness pill. 

Grizzy: Pill — what’s that you say? 
(Looks at pill in hat, picks it up) 
Hmm, why it zs a pill. This must be 
what Harry takes to make him so 
naughty. It may be just the thing. 
(Adds to brew, stirs) Now for a taste. 
Hmmm, not bad. 

Harry: Let me taste it, Grizzy. 

Grizzy: Not a chance. (Drinks more) 
Ahhh, this is delicious. (Drinks 
greedily.) Why, I’m beginning to 
feel all different inside. 

Parry: Are you really, Grizzy? 

Grizzy: Yes, and it feels good. Ah, 
ha, ha. It tickles. (Holds stomach, 
giggles) My, my, what was I doing 





here? (Looks around room, at GIRLS) 
What mean 
tricks I was playing! Dear me, I’ve 
nearly ruined Halloween. I must 


First Pll 


Shame! Shame on me! 


set things right again. 
fix these poor scarecrows 
Betu: Oh, goody, it worked! 
Grizzy (Pulls paintbrush out of pocket, 
paints mouths on SCARECROWS): 
Now, there are three smiling mouths. 
Sam: Oh, boy, oh, boy. That feels good. 
Just paint on some eyes now and 
we can see. (GRIZZY paznis eyes. 
ScARECROWS jump up happily.) 
SrevE: Hooray, we’re back again! 
SoLomon: What do you know, Scare- 
crows — it’s Grizzy. 
Yes, Sam 
Solomon. I’m sorry for being mean 


GRIZzY: and Steve and 


Harry: Meanness pill! 
ho, ho 


(Laughs) Oh, 

Grizzy, that was a real 
genuine human-kindness pill! 

Grizzy: Human-kindness! So that’s 
what happened to me! Well, I must 
say it feels good. 

Sam: Patty and Beth, I see your guests 
arriving. 

Grizzy: Come on, let’s have a fine, 
scary party with a happy ending. 

Beru: Yes, a good-natured witch is 
just what we need. 


Patry: Come on, you spooks, let’s 


greet our guests. 

ScARECROWS, Grizzy and Harry (Put- 
ing arms around each other’s shoulders, 
and singing to tune of ““Pop goes the 
Weasel.’’): We spooks are off for 


I’ve had a change of heart. Halloween fun 

You have? 

GRIZZY: Yes, I’m going to be a good, 
kind witch from now on. And here 
is your magic hat back, Harry. It’s 
almost good as new, but I did take 


to you. 


SCARECROWS: And children all, we dare you 


Just come around to Patty and 
Beth’s 
Boo! We will scare you! (Curtain) 


your meanness pill. THE END 

PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue Meanest WITcH 

Characters: 4 male; 3 female. (If desired, the 
three Scarecrows may be female instead 
of male.) 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes: Typical Halloween costumes, suit- 
able to the individual characters. Scare- 
crows may wear paper-bag masks or their 
features may be exaggerated with make-up. 
Straw sticks out of their patched clothes. 
Harry has a bright-colored hat. Patty 
and Beth wear pretty, feminine Halloween 
costumes. 

Properties: Pot, large spoon, broomstick, and 
paintbrush, for Grizzy; large, bright pill, 
for Harry. 

Setting: Patty and Beth’s home, decorated 
for a Halloween party. The room is taste- 
fully furnished with sofa, chairs, tables, etc. 
If desired, an almost bare stage may be 
used. 

Lighting: No special effects. 


72 





Magic in the Deep Woods 


by Elsa DeBra 


Characters 

Morner HuBBARD 

De.LBertT Dipymus Hupparp, her son 

Jias, her dog 

Tont TIGER 

KEN ZELLER, the zoo-keeper 

JULIE 

JERRY 

MARSHMALLOW, their pet rabbit 

Time: Saturday afternoon. 

Setrine: A forest glade, in front of 
Moruer Hussarp’s house. 

At Rist: MARSHMALLOW hops in, right, 
to Rabbit Rhythm music. She pauses 
at the center of the stage, and listens. 

Jutre and Jerry (Off-stage): Marsh- 
mallow! Marshmallow! 
you, Marshmallow? 


Where are 

(MARSHMAL- 
LOW exits quickly, left, as Jute and 
JERRY enter, right.) 

Jerry: I know you left her gate open. 

Jute: But I didn’t, Jerry. I didn’t 
leave the gate to Marshmallow’s pen 
open. You did! 
and cries.) 

Jerry: No, I didn’t, Julie. When I 
took the fresh straw for her bed, 
the gate was already open 
after you had fed her. 

Jute: But I didn’t feed her. 
day’s your turn, remember? 

Jerry: Then she didn’t get fed today. 
No wonder she ran away! 

JuLrE (Jumps up): Poor little Marsh- 
mallow! She’s hungry, and now she’s 


(She sits on bench 


right 


Satur- 


lost. Maybe we'll never see our pet 
again. 


Jerry (Takes her hand): Come, Julie, 
we'll hunt through the deep woods 
until we find her. 

Juti1e: Marshmallow! Where are you, 
Marshmallow? (They run out left. 
MorHerR HusBarD appears in the 
doorway, carrying a bone on a plate. 
J1as dashes out ahead of her, barking 
wildly.) 

Morner HvuBBarpD: children! 
I do declare! They’ve lost their pet 
rabbit again. Will they ever learn 
their lesson? Bad as Bo-Peep, losing 
her sheep. (Sets plate with bone on 
bench and claps her hands) Come 
Jigs, dance for your bone! (London 
Bridge music is heard as MoTHER 
HupBarp and Jias face each other, 
at center of stage, step forward to her 
curtsy and his bow, then backward 

Repeat. They 

hold hands and whirl round, right, 

then left, until Morner HvusBBarp 
swings toward bench, breathless. She 
sits.) We have something to dance 


Those 


with curtsy and bow. 


about, haven’t we, Jigs? (Gives him 
bone) Something besides a bone! My 
son, Delbert, is home to stay. He 
has a job at the Zoo, helping Ken 
Zeller, the zoo-keeper! 
board will 


My cup- 


never be bare again! 


(Gives Jias a big hug) You’re happy 
too, aren’t you, Jigs? 
and licks bone. Tiarr growls loudly, 


(He growls, 


off-stage. DELBERT dashes in right, 
all excited.) Delbert, what’s the 
matter? You look scared. 





DELBERT: I am scared, Mother Hub- 
bard. Toni Tiger got out! 

Moruer Husparp: But Delbert, Toni 
Tiger was in his cage at the Zoo. 
How could he get out? 

De.BeErtT (Hangs his head): I forgot to 
lock his gate this morning, after I 
fed him. 

Moruer Hussarp: Forgot to lock his 
gate? Delbert Didymus Hubbard! 
(Arms akimbo. I do 
declare! You’re as careless as Julie 
and Jerry, losing their pet. 

Desert: Pet. That’s just what Toni 
Tiger is to me — a great big pet. 
What will Ken Zeller do to me? 

Moruer Hvupparp: He'll probably 
teach you a lesson, but right now he 
may be searching the deep woods, 
and we must help. Come, Jigs! 
(Jigs puts bone on plate under bench, 
and runs after them, left. Tiger music 
is heard as Ton TiGER enters right, 
steps around cautiously. He slips into 
MoruHer HussBarp’s house, looks out 
of window. Rabbit Rhythm music is 


JIGs mimics.) 


heard as MARSHMALLOW hops in, left, 
She 


looking tired. stretches out on 
bench to sleep. KEN ZELLER enters.) 
Ken ZELLER: Aha! MARSH- 
MALLOW) Who’s this? As keeper of 
the Zoo, I search the woods for a 
lost tiger and look what I find! (Sits 
You 


(Se es 


beside her on bench) must be 
somebody’s pet. 

MARSHMALLOW (Unhappily): Yes. I’m 
Marshmallow. 

KEN ZELLER: Are you lost? 

MARSHMALLOW: I ran away. Julie and 
Jerry left my door open. Did you 
ever leave a cage door open? 

KEN ZELLER: No, J didn’t. But I know 
somebody who did. 
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MARSHMALLOW: Tell him not to do it, 
because his pet will run away, and 
it’s awful to be lost in the woods! 

Ken ZELLER: Shall I take you home, 
Marshmallow? 
around her.) 

MARSHMALLOW: If only the children 
would feed me. (Sighs) Today they 
forgot. 

Ken ZELLER: What? 
you? 

MARSHMALLOW: Yes, and I’m hungry. 
A carrot would taste so good! 

Ken ZELLER: Well, that’s easy. 
(Reaches into pocket) Here’s a carrot 
for you. (He gives a carrot to her.) 
Just wait until I find those children! 
I’ll teach them a good lesson. (He 
exits, left. MARSHMALLOW remains 
on bench, munching carrot. Tiger 
Rhythm music is heard Ton! 
TiGER enters, from Moruer Hus- 
BARD’S house, marches carefully up to 
bench and looks at MAarsH- 
MALLOW. ) 

MARSHMALLOW: Are you lost, too? 

Tont Tiger: Yes, I ran away. 

MARSHMALLOW: So did I. 

Tont TiceEr: But you're so little. (Szts 

You 


(He puts his arm 


Forgot to feed 


as 


down 


with her on bench, licks chops.) 
look good enough to eat. 
MARSHMALLOW: Can’t you find any- 
thing in the woods for your dinner? 
Toni Ticer: Not a thing! 
MARSHMALLOW: Then why don’t you 
go back? 
Toni Tiger: Back to the Zoo? (After 
a pause) I wanted to be free. 
MARSHMALLOW: So did I. 
Toni Tiger: Well, do you? 
MARSHAMALLOW: No. I don’t like 
being hungry . and afraid... 
Tont Ticer: Neither do I. The woods 





are cold and dark, and when I left 
the Zoo and crossed the road, the 
cars nearly ran me down. Maybe 
it’s better to live in our clean cages 
and wait for kind people to bring us 
food. 

MARSHMALLOW: Yes, if only Julie and 
Jerry would remember to feed me, 
and keep my gate closed. (Sobs and 
leans against Tont Tiger.) Please 
take me home! (Gently he lifts her 
from bench and leads her off-stage 
right. As they exit, voices are heard 
off-stage, left. Ken ZELLER, DEL- 
BERT, MotruHer Husparp and Jics 
enter.) 

Ken ZELLER: Better go back to the 
Zoo now, Delbert, and feed the other 
animals. (DELBERT crosses stage, 
exits right.) Well, Mother Hubbard, 
we’ve made the rounds through the 
deep woods and no Toni Tiger. 

Morner Hvupparp: I do declare! 
(Arms akimbo; Jigs mimics.) I don’t 
know where that could 
be hiding! 

Ken Zevuer: Maybe if we just let 
him alone, he’ll come home. 

Moruer Hupparp: Yes, like the sheep 
Bo Peep lost! (Confidentially) But 
Mr. Zeller, will this go against Del- 
bert? Not finding Toni Tiger, I 
mean? Will he lose his job so that 
my cupboard will be bare again and 

(JIGs 


runaway 


no bones for my poor dog? 
whines.) 

Ken Zevuer (Looks to right exit, where 
DELBERT enters with MARSHMALLOW 
on one arm and Tont T1GER on the 
other.): Aha! Look, Mother Hub- 
bard. There’s your answer. 

Moruer Hussarp: I do 
(Arms akimbo; Jias mimics.) 


declare! 
Del- 
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bert Didymus Hubbard with the 
two of them! 

De.BERT: Mr. Zeller, these runaways 
have something to say to you. 

Tont Tiger (Holds out hands, facing 
zoo-keeper): Here | am! I give my- 
self up. Take me back to the Zoo. 

Moruer Husparp: It’s about time he 
gave himself up, causing us so much 
trouble! 

Toni Tiger (To Ken ZELLER, who 
pulls leash rope out of pocket.): You 
won’t need that rope. 

Moruer Huspsparp: What? (Amazed) 
No rope? 

Ken ZELLER: How do I know you 
won’t run away again? 

Tont Tiger: You won’t have to worry. 
I’ve decided you’re a pretty good 
fellow — bringing me food and 


keeping my home clean. 
MARSHMALLOW: I give myself up, too. 


(Puts out her hands; Jigs mimics.) 
And I want to go home. 

Moruer Hvusparp: You can’t go home 
just yet, little Marshmallow. First 
come through the magic door. (Hur- 
riedly she puts MARSHMALLOW into 
the house, and calls out.) Julie! 
Jerry! Come here! (JULIE and 
JERRY enter left.) You’ve made the 
rounds too, have you? 

Juiz: Yes, and no Marshmallow! 

MorHer Huspparp: Before you can 
have Marshmallow you have a lesson 
to learn. 

KEN ZELLER (Slernly): I'll take care of 
that, Mother Hubbard. (Takes 
JuLiE and Jerry to bench; they sit. 
MARSHMALLOW looks out of window.) 

JerRRY: Are you angry with us, Mr. 
Zeller? 

Ken ZELLER: I 


? 


was when I found 





Marshmallow roaming the woods, 

all tired and hungry. You see, chil- 

dren, these animals depend on us 

for everything. We love them and 
that’s why we want to give them 
good care. Now teil me, how do you 
take care of Marshmallow? 

JuLIE: Well, we feed her twice a day. 

Jerry: And clean her pen and bring 
fresh straw for her nest. 

JULIE: We’re supposed to keep her 
little gate shut, but Jerry left it 
open today. 

Jerry: No, I didn’t. Julie did. 

Ken ZELLER: It doesn’t 
who did. Just don’t let it happen 

If Marshmallow comes back 

will you remember all these things 


matter now 


again. 


and do them? 
Jute: We will, Mr. Zeller! 
JERRY: We will!! Cross our hearts! 
Moruer Hvupsparp: Now 
shut your eyes as I lead you through 


children, 


the magic door for a big surprise. 
(Motruer HvusBBArD, JULIE and 

JERRY go into the house; Jics follows.) 
DELBERT: | 


Tiger’s cage locked after this. 


promise to keep Toni 


Toni Ticer: I won’t run away again, 
even if the gate is unlocked. 

Ken ZELLER: We've all had a good 

(JuLieE and Jerry bring 

MARSHMALLOW out of the 


lesson. 


house, 


Moruer Hussarp and Jias follow- 
ing.) 
Morner Huspparp: Everybody’s hap- 


py! Let’s teach them our new dance, 
! (London Bridge 


Jigs! music as 
HvuBBARD 


MorTHER takes 


She and Jics have center of stage. 


charge. 


She curtstes, he bows, forward, then 

back. Then everyone forms a circle. 

They dance as they sing the following 

jingle.) 

(to right) Here we dance, and skip 
and hop 

Skip and hop, skip and hop. 

(to left) Here we dance and skip and 
hop 

l'riends together. 

(to right) Here we sing so gay and 
free 

Gay and free, gay and free, 

(to left) Here we sing so gay and free 

lriends together. (Curtain) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Maaic IN THE DEEP Woops 


Characters: 5 male; 3 female. (Jigs and Tiger 


may be female if desired. 
Playing Time: 10 minutes. 


Costumes: Toni Tiger, Marshmallow and Jigs 
wear animal costumes. Mother Hubbard 
wears traditional long skirt and apron. Ken 
Zeller and Delbert wear white coats or 
smocks with caps. Julie and Jerry wear 
play clothes. 


Properties: Bone on a plate, for Mother 
Hubbard; carrot and rope, for Ken Zeller. 


Setting: A forest glade, in front of Mother 
Hubbard’s house. Backdrop showing front 
of house, with a door and one window, 
may be used. Shrubs and trees should be 
on either side of the house. A bench is 
placed downstage right. 


Lighting: No special effects. 
Music: Off-stage music for London Bridge 
and animal rhythms. (The record Animal 


Rhythms AED3, by Phoebe James, may 
be used.) 





Part Four Round-the-World Play (Mexico) 





Licha’s Birthday Serenade 


by Paul T. Nolan 


Characters Time: The morning of Licha’s birthday. 
LICHA (Alicia Alice), a girl from the Serrine: The yard wn front of Licha’s 
country adobe house. 
PaBLo (Paul), her father At Ruse: The sun, a red circle on a pole, 
Mama, her mother rises in back of LicHa’s house and a 
SERENADERS (Mariachis) : rooster crows ‘“‘cock-a-doodle-doo.” 
Memo (Guillermo—W illiam) PABLO comes out of the door, yawns 
Coco (J orge—George ) and gives a wide stretch. The rooster 
Perico (Pedro—Peter) crows again. 
Pancuo (Francisco—F rancis) PasLo: I heard you, Chanty. I heard 
CHELA (Graciela—Crace) you. ’mup. (The SERENADERS or 
Loa (Dolores) martachis enter from downstage, the 
Maruca (Marta—Mary) boys from the left and the girls from 
Nira (Anita—Anne) the right. Boys may carry musical 
Luisa (Louise), a girl from the city instruments. Both boys and girls 
SeENor Hipaco, her father carry head masks of a funny male 
SeNorA H1paeo, her mother face, to be used later in the dance. 





Author’s Notes on Licua’s BrrtuHpay SERENADE 


Mexico, our closest South-of-the-Border neighbor, is for many of us in the United 
States a vacation land, a land of dancing and singing, of bullfights and colorful costumes, 
of splendid cities like Mexico City and quaint little villages like San Marcos, hardly 
more than a cluster of adobe houses, that seems to belong to an earlier time. This picture 
is, of course, only one view of life in Mexico; but it is, fortunately, an important view, 
both for visitors and for the natives. However, like the United States, Mexico is made up 
of many different parts, some as modern as New York, some as old-fashioned as grand- 
mother’s trunk in a Vermont attic. Generally speaking, it is the cities of Mexico that 
are the most modern, cities like Mexico City, Guadalajara, and Monterey. Out in the 
country, things are still done in the old ways. This play takes place outside tiny San 
Marcos, a country village; but the people there know about the city. Some of them, 
like Licha, wish for the joys of the city. There are also people, of course, like Luisa, 
a city girl, who wishes for the joys of the country. The songs, dances, and country customs 
of this play are all based on ones still in use in Mexico today. For a general view of 
Mexico, Barbara Gomez’s Getting to Know Mexico is recommended reading for children. 
Music for the birthday morning song, Las Mananitas, and some other versions of the lyrics 
may be found in Jarrett and McManus’ El Camino Real, pp. 116-119. 
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The SERENADERS march to the center 
of the stage and then, two by two, they 
march upstage to the door of Licna’s 
house. As they march, they keep time 
by singing nonsense words: ‘“Tra-la- 
la-la-la-la.’’” When they reach the 
house, they part and line up into rows 
on each side of the door. Then they 
sing the birthday morning song.) 

Girus: The nightingales were singing 
On the day that you were born. 

Boys: Their song came softly winging 
On the sunbeams of the morn. 

Giris: They warbled a song of wel- 
come, 

Boys: The same as we sing today 

AuuL (Together): Wake up, wake up, 

little Licha, 

And hear your birthday serenade 

PaBLo (Clapping): Bravo! Bravo! 
That is a fine birthday song. Never 
have I better, 
mariachis. 

Memo: But where is Licha? 
song. 

CHELA: Why does she not come out 
that we may wish her a happy birth- 


heard you sing 


It is her 


day? 
Coco: Has she not heard Chanty, the 
Does she not know 
the sun is red in the sky? 


rooster, crow? 

Lota: Does she not know her birth- 
day has begun? 

Paso: Little Licha is, I think, afraid 
to wake up. 


Maruca: Afraid to wake up on her 
own birthday? 


Perico: On my birthday, I wake the 
rooster up. 

Paso: All night Licha has dreamed of 
a beautiful little bracelet that she 


saw in a picture. And now she is 


afraid if she wakes up, the bracelet 
will be gone. 

Pancno: But Papa Pablo, why do you 
not wake her up and give her the 
bracelet? 

Nita: That is what my papa did on 
my birthday when I got my little 
pearl necklace. Then I covered his 
face with kisses, and he told me that 
he was glad he woke me up. 

Pancuo: There is no bracelet to give 
Licha. You can get such a bracelet 
only in the city, and you must have 
money. 

Coco: Don’t you have money? 

Perico: Nobody in San Marcos has 
money this year. 

Cueta: The tobacco did not grow. 

Maruca: And the bugs got the cotton. 

PaBLo: Si, we have no money. But 
we have food and health and shelter 

And these we will give 
Licha, and then she will be happy 
and laugh. (Pause) I hope. 

Nrva: You can get a jicama for her in 

fields. She likes them when 
they are ripe and full of juice. 

Pas_o: She shall have one. 

Cue.a: And enchiladas, full of meat 
and rice and cheese, the way Licha’s 
mama makes them. 

Paso: She shall have enchiladas, hot, 
with lots of meat. (Laughs) Indeed, 
why shouldn’t she be happy? Who 
can be sad with enchiladas on the 
table? (Stops) But still she will 
not have her little bracelet, so may- 
be she will be sad even with en- 
chiladas on the table. It is such a 
little thing, a bracelet. Any city 
girl would have five, but to Licha 
that little bracelet is bigger than the 
moon and brighter than the sun. 


and love. 


the 





Nira: And when you are a girl and 
wish very hard for something and do 
not get it, it seems further away than 
the stars. 

PancHo: Maybe she will forget all 
about it. A girl wants one thing 
one day, and the next day she will 
tell you she never wanted it at all. 
My sister is like that, and she has 
been a girl for a long, long time. 
Maybe sixteen years. 

Nira: Some girls want one thing, and 
they will want it forever. I was that 
way about my necklace. 

Pancuo: Well, we shall see, and hope 
for the best. (MAMA comes out the 
door. ) 

Mama: The singing was pretty, mari- 
achis. 

Memo: Is Licha awake? 

Lota: Did she hear her morning birth- 
day serenade? 

Paso: Is our birthday girl yet awake, 
Mama? 

Mama: She is awake, but she has left 
her heart asleep in the land of dreams 
with her bracelet. 

Paso: I should have taken something 
to the city to sell. Then I could 
have bought Licha her bracelet. 


Mama: Don’t blame yourself, Papa. 
You have nothing to sell that the 
city wants to buy. If she is supposed 
to get her bracelet on this birthday, 
she will get it. If not,there is always 
next year. 


Nita: It won’t be the same if she gets 
it next year. When a girl wishes for 
something very much and it does not 
happen, she becomes afraid ever to 
wish again. 


Memo: You are only one girl, Nita. 


How do you know what every girl 
wants? 

Nita: And you are no girl at all, 
Memo. So you would never under- 
stand if I told you. 

Memo: Who wants to be a girl? I 
would not be a girl for all the 
bracelets in the world. 

Pasio: Children, children. Come, 
come, let’s have no more gloom. We 
are all here to make Licha happy on 
her birthday. 

Coco: Yes, who cares about an old 
bracelet anyway? 

Maruca: We can make her happy 
without it. 

Paso: Yes, yes. Let us sing and laugh 
and dance and be happy. 

Perico: Let us do our Dance of the 
Old Men now. 

CuHELA: Yes, let us do the dance. That 
will make her laugh and be happy. 

Coco (Laughing): It makes me laugh 
just to think about it and how she 
will laugh when she sees us. 

Mama (Calling in the door): Licha! 
Licha, come quickly. They are 
going to do The Dance of the Old 
Men. 

Pancno: If this does not make her 
laugh, she has no joy in her. (Licna 
comes out the She ts 
solemn. ) 

AuL (Together): Happy Birthday, 
Licha. 

LicHa: I want to thank all of you for 
coming to sing my birthday song 
and to wish me a happy day. (Sighs) 
And I will be happy even if I do 
not have my bracelet. I will be 
happy even if I am sad. 

Mama: If you are going to be happy, 
little Licha, you must smile a little. 


door. very 





Just as the bean grows in the warm 


earth, so does happiness grow in a 


smiling face. 
Lota: We will make her smile. 
Memo: We will make her laugh so 

loud she will awaken the owls. 
Nira: Well, let’s put on our masks and 
3ut I know exactly 
(The Boys gather in 
one group, the GIRLS in another; they 
all put on their masks. They all pre- 
tend to be very old and bent as they 


get started. 
how she feels. 


line up in opposing lines to start 

“The Dance of the Old Men.” As 

they are getting in their positions, 

Luisa and her parents, SeENor and 

SeNorA HipaiGo, enter downstage 
right.) 

Luisa (Pointing at the 
Papa! Mama! 


have a dance. See, Papa, is not the 


adancers): Look, 

They are going to 
country a wonderful place? All-day 
they sing and dance and nobody has 
a worry about anything. 

SeNor Hipaxeo: All day they work in 
the country, just as we do in the city. 
I think maybe they worry a little 
here, too. This must be some special 
celebration, Luisa. 

SENorA Hipauco: See, Luisa, they are 

best clothes. 

People do not dress like that when 


all dressed in their 


they go to school or work in the 
fields any more in the country than 
we do in the city. 

Luisa: Please, Papa, Mama. May we 
stay a bit and watch them? Just a 
few 
birthday? 


minutes? Because it is my 
SeNor Himpareo (Laughing): Si, Luisa. 

For a few minutes. Because it is 
your birthday. 


SeNora Hrpauco: Papa and I will do 


what you wish all day, Luisa, for 
this has been your birthday wish — 
to spend the day in the country. If 
you want to stay and watch, we will 
stay and watch. 

It is 
a dance. (“The Dance of the Old 
Men”’ The dancers all sing 
and beat time with their feet. Then 
one couple at a time skip out to meet 


Luisa: Look, they are starting. 
begins. 
each other; when they meet, they do a 


heel-toe ste Dp. 
bow to the other. 


Then each steps back to 
As they do, each 
grabs his back as though it has been 
strained by the dancing and bowing 
and then hobbles and limps back to 
the line; and the next couple comes out. 
As the dancing is going on, the 

SERENADERS sing): 
ALL (Singing): I love to dance 

With a love that does not tire; 

So now we dance, 

As in youth we did desire. 

And though our bones are stiff 

As seasoned timber, 

We dance the same as we did 

When we were young and limber. 
Cuorvs: Oh, we are old men, 

But you would never know it. 

We are old men, 

But you would never know it. 

We are old men, 

But look at the way we toe it: 

Heel. Heel. Toe. 


Look at the way we toe it. 


Toe. 

(All 

grabbing their backs in unison.) 

But, oh, our aching backs. Hah! 

(The dancers take off their masks and 

throw their arms in the air. They all 
laugh.) 

Luisa (Clapping her hands): 
derful! Wonderful! 

SeNor Hipaueo (A pplauding): Bravo. 


Won- 





Bravo! (The SERENADERS turn down- 
stage to look at the visitors. Going 
to them with SeNora Hrpaueo and 
Luisa) Our pardon, we did not 
mean to interrupt. 

Paso: It is no interruption, Sefior. 
Today is our Licha’s birthday, and 
some of her friends came to serenade 
her and to dance The Dance of the 
Old Men for her. 

Lutsa: Imagine that. A serenade all 
her own for her birthday. See, 
Papa, it is as I have said: the 
country is a wonderful place to live. 

Nira: Do you live in the city? 

SENor Hrpaueo: Si, | 
Hidalgo. And this is my wife and 
our little girl, Luisa. We live in 
Guadalajara. 

Memo: Guadalajara! Imagine that. 

Cueva: Teacher says that Guadalajara 
is the second largest city in all of 
Mexico. Why, a single street there 
is bigger than all of our San Marcos. 

Licua: To live in the city is a dream. 
Everything there must be like para- 
dise. 

SeNor Hipareo (Laughing): You see, 


am Sefior 


Luisa, some people would like to 


live in the city. (Zo Paso) My 
little girl thinks that it would be 
wonderful to live in the country all 
the time. She thinks people are 
happy only in the country. 

PaBLo (Laughing): Si, Sefior. It is 
always the same. For the young, 
the grass is always greener — yes, 
and sweeter, too — on another hill. 

SeNor Hinarao: All year Luisa has 
been telling her mother and me that 
for her birthday she wanted nothing 
but to spend the whole day in the 


country. So that is why we are 


here today. It is Luisa’s birthday 
present. 

Pertco: It is her birthday? 

Maruca: Then we shall have to sing 
a birthday morning song for Luisa, 
too. (To Lutsa) May we sing our 
serenade for your birthday, Luisa? 

Luisa: Would you really? I would 
like that very much. Papa, Mama, 
I am to have a serenade for my 
birthday. Listen. (7’he SERENADERS 
sing “The Birthday Morning Song” 
to Luisa. It is the same song, but 
this time they use her name tnstead 
of Licua’s.) Oh, thank you. Thank 
you. My own birthday song. The 
girls at my school will not believe 
it when I tell them what has hap- 
pened to me on my birthday. First 
I see The Dance of the Old Men, and 
then I am serenaded. See, Papa, 
did I not tell you that miracles hap- 
pen every day in the country? 

Mama: Sefiora Hidalgo, my family 
would be very pleased if you and 
your family would stay and share 
our birthday celebrations with us. 

PaBLo: We are just having enchiladas. 

Nira: But they have lots of chicken in 
them. 

SeNor Hipauco: You have all been 
very kind to us, but we cannot im- 

After all, we are 
only strangers passing by. 

PaBLo: In the country, Sefior Hidalgo, 
there are no strangers. Just relatives, 
neighbors, and friends. (Laughs) 
Sometimes one may be all three. 
But since you are not a relative or 
neighbor, you must be a friend. 
(Stops) But, of course, if you do not 
think you would like Mama’s en- 
chiladas. . 


pose upon you. 





SeNor HipauGo: If you 
Sefior, we will stay. 


want us, 
Best of all 
things in life is to eat enchiladas. I 
live in the city, my friend, but I am 
not a foreigner. I know what is 
good to eat. Thank you, my friend. 
I love enchiladas. 
Nira: Especially with lots of chicken 
in them. 
PasLo: Then it is settled, Sefior. 
Everybody is staying. (He bows and 
all to enter the 


rory | 


Sit Casa: 


waves them house.) 


Aqui tien My house is 
yours! 

Luisa (Gives a cry of alarm): Oh, Papa, 
I just thought. We have no present 
for Licha’s birthday. 

Paso: A smile and a warm heart is 
all the present needed. 

LUISA (Taking a box fron her pocket) : 
But, wait! I do have something. May 
I, Mama? May I give Licha... ? 

SENORA The 


present irom | i cle G illermo? Yes, 


HipALGO (Lauq! ing 


Luisa, you may} 
LUISA (Going to LI LTA H i 


to make 
tion, but first | must e 


ha, J wish 


you birthday presenta- 
(plain. 


i 
LicHa: You do not need to give me a 


present, Luisa. As Papa says, it is 


} 
1 
} 
i 


a great present to me that you have 
come to our house. 
Luisa: But |] 


present. And I must explain why | 


want to give you a 
wish to give you this present. In 
Mexico City lives my uncle, Guil- 
lermo. 

Nira: In Mexico City. Imagine that. 

Luisa: And in Monterey lives my Aunt 
Graciela. 

CuHELA: Graciela. That is my name, 
too. 


LuiSA: 


But everyone calls me Chela. 
And Uncle 


each year, Guil- 


lermo and Aunt Graciela send me 
presents. But they always send the 
same thing. And although I always 
like their presents much, I 
never need two. This year both 
(Hands her the box) 
I like mine very much, and I hope 
you will like yours, too. It will make 


very 


sent me this. 


me very happy if you take it. 
Licua (Taking the box): I thank you 
very much, Luisa. And I thank your 
Uncle Guillermo in Mexico City and 
your Aunt Graciela in Monterey, 
too. 
Nita: What is it, Licha? 
it. Hold it up. 
Licna: It’s . 
it up.) 


Let us see 


It is . (She holds 
It is my silver bracelet! 
The very one I saw in the picture. 
(Hugs Luisa) Thank you, Luisa. 
Thank you. ‘This is the happiest 
birthday in my whole life. 

Now that birthday 
dream has come true and she will 


Coco: Licha’s 
smile all year, let’s sing a serenade 
to the two birthday girls. 

Prrico: And make it twice as loud, 
for there are two of them. 

Paso: Let the celebration start and 
let’s sing and laugh and dance and 
eat until the sun goes down and the 
moon comes up. 

Mama: And maybe a little after. (The 

The 


SERENADERS sing the birthday song. 


families start into the house. 
While they are singing, the stage 
lights dim, the red sun goes down, and 
a yellow moon rises. There is a single 
spot on the moon. Then the curtain 
falls.) 

THE END 


(Production Notes on page 94) 





Part Five 


Radio Play 





The Odyssey 


by Homer 
Adapted by Lewy Olfson 


Characters 
PENELOPE 
‘TELEMACHUS 
6 SAILORS 
ODYSSEUS 
QUEEN OF THE Lotus-EATERS 
CYCLOPs 
AEOLUS 
CIRCE 
3 SUITORS 
NARRATOR 


Narrator: Almost three thousand 
years ago, in far-off Greece, there 
lived a poet who was to become one 
of the most famous storytellers of 
all time, because he was the first 
man to set down in written form 
the greatest legends of the then- 
civilized world. Before this poet, 
the legends had been handed down 
by word of mouth, from minstrel to 
minstrel, from father to son. But 
since the ninth century before Christ, 
these great epic poems have been 
available in permanent form. The 
famous poet, of course, was Homer, 
and the legend you are about to hear 
is from his classic epic poem, The 
Odyssey. 

Music: In and under. 

Narrator: The story of the Odyssey 
begins in Ithaca, a small island off 
the coast of Greece. The Trojan 
War, which lasted for nine years, is 


83 


but while the other Greek 
have returned to their 
homes, Odysseus, one of the 
strongest and bravest of the Greek 
warriors, has not returned. As the 
years go by, Penelope, the beautiful 
wife of Odysseus, waits patiently for 
the arrival of her husband, taking 
comfort in her son, Telemachus. 

PENELOPE (A _ pleasant-voiced young 
woman): Telemachus, my son, see 
how calm the sea is today. The sun 
is bright; the sky is cloudless. Surely 
if we went down to the water’s edge 
we could see any approaching ships 
miles away on the horizon. 

TELEMACHUS: You’re thinking of 
Father, aren’t you, Mother? You’re 
hoping that you’ll see his ships. 

PENELOPE: Yes, my son, I’m thinking 
of your father, Odysseus. How long 
he has been away! Yet in my heart, 
I feel that we will not see his ships 
today in the harbor! 

TELEMACHUS: Don’t worry, Mother. 
He’ll come home to us soon. 

PENELOPE: Soon! Soon! It has been 
years that I have waited for him 
lonely, empty years of waiting. 


over; 
heroes 


TELEMACHUS: It is a long voyage from 
Troy. Who knows what rough seas 
and cruel winds he has encountered 


on his trip? 
come home. 
PENELOPE: But when? 


Rest assured, he will 


I am afraid. 





TeLemacuus: Afraid, Mother? Of 
what? 

PENELOPE: Everywhere in the streets 
of our city, Telemachus, one hears 
the rumor that Odysseus will not 

People say that your 


They say 


come home. 
father has forgotten us. 
Odysseus is dead. 

TreLemacuus (Proudly): Who listens, 
or cares what people say? Don’t 
be frightened, Mother. 

PENELOPE: But Telemachus, that isn’t 
all. The bachelors and widowers of 
the country, your 
father is dead, my 
suitors, and seek my hand in mar- 

“Fair Penelope,” they say. 
“Forget your husband, Odysseus. 
He is dead. Choose one of us, and 
take a new husband.” 

TeLemMacuvus: Oh, Mother, no! 

PENELOPE: You say what my 
heart says: ““No!”’ As long as there 
is hope for the safe return of my one 
true love, Odysseus, I shall never 
listen to these other suitors. I have 
told them that when I finish my 
weaving, I shall then choose a hus- 
band from among them. Each day I 
weave, but each night I pull apart 
what I have woven during the day, 


believing that 


have become 


riage. 


own 


hoping to postpone the day of de- 
cision. But every day they come with 


their suits and proposals. One can- 
not turn them away. You know the 
Ithaca. 
We must give them our finest foods 
and sweetest wines. Every day they 
come, feasting at our tables, and 
every night they stay, sleeping in 
our halls. They will eat and drink 
up all of your father’s wealth. Who 
knows how long this may continue, 


customs of hospitality in 


84 


Telemachus? Oh, if only your father 
would come home. Odysseus! Odys- 
seus, my love! If only you would 
come home! 

Music: Unhappy theme, in and under. 

NaRRATOR: Meanwhile, Odysseus him- 
self was as anxious to reach his native 
Ithaca as Penelope was to see him 
safely return. His journey, however, 
was beset with bad luck from the 
moment he and his men set sail from 
Troy, and one misadventure fol- 
lowed another. Stopping at Ismarus, 
an ally of Troy, to gather further 
supplies for his long voyage home, 
Odysseus and his men are embroiled 
in a battle, in which many of his 
sailors are killed. Managing to set 
sail once again, Odysseus continues, 
but his troubles have only begun. 
Zeus, King of the Gods, sends a great 
tempest upon the waters, and once 
again Odysseus is forced to land. 
This time, he and his men find them- 
selves in the land of the Lotus- 
Eaters. 

Ist Sartor: What a magnificent coun- 
try this is! 

2np Sartor: How green and pleasant! 
And see the beautiful plants and 
flowers! 

3rD Sartor: How sweet the air is! 
May we rest here awhile, Odysseus? 

OpyssgEus (A virile, but gentle, voice): 
If it is a friendly land, sailors, and 
there is enough food and enough 
supplies with which to stock our 
ships, I see no reason why we should 
not rest here awhile. 

Ist Sartor: Look, Odysseus! A woman 
is approaching! 


3rp Sarmor: How beautiful she is! 





QUEEN OF THE Lorus-EaTeRsS (An 
alluring woman, fading on): Hail, 
Odysseus, and welcome to you and 
your wandering sailors. 

OpysseEvus: Hail to you, fair lady. But 

What land 
is this? And how do you know my 
name? 

QurEN: This is the land of the Lotus- 
Eaters, and I am their Queen. As 
for how I know your name, I know 
many things strange and won- 
derful things. Tarry awhile with us, 
Odysseus. You have suffered much 
and wandered long. Stay with us 
awhile. You will find comfort here. 

Opysseus: I thank you, gracious 
Queen, for your warm welcome. We 
will gladly stay with you, though 
our visit must be short, for we must 
travel on to Ithaca. 

QvuEEN: Do not be so hasty! Your men 
are hungry; we will feed them. Do 
you see this basket? It is filled with 
the honey-sweet lotus. Eat of it, 


tell me: who are you? 


Odysseus. (T'empting) Come. Taste 
it! 
OpysseEus (Afraid): How strange! I do 


suspect some trickery. | I will 
not taste the lotus! 

QUEEN (Seductively): Do you hear that, 

? 


sailors? Odysseus is hungry, yet he 


refuses to eat. Does that not seem 
foolish to you? 

Sarors (Ad lib): It does! 
eat! (Ltc.) 

QuEEN: You, too, are hungry, aren’t 
you? Will you eat of the lotus? 
Come. There is enough for all. 

Opyssgeus (Warningly): Do not eat, 
good sailors. 
here! 

Ist Sartor (Derisively): Ah, you are 


We will 


There is some magic 


always afraid of magic, Odysseus. 
You are a fool! 

3rD Samor: He’s right, Odysseus. 
We’re hungry. Let us eat! 

QuEEN: Come! Eat! How sweet it is! 
Taste it! 

3RD Saror: Mmm! 
pomegranates! 

Ist Sartor: Finer than honey! Sweeter 
than figs! 

QuEEN: Stay with us, good sailors, and 
you shall feast on the lotus all the 
days of your life. 

Ist Sartor: We’ll gladly stay with you. 
I never wish to leave this place! The 
lotus is indeed magic. Wonderful 
magic! 

Opyssgeus: Don’t be fools, my men! 
Those of you who have not yet 
tasted the lotus, refrain from putting 
it to your lips, hungry though you 
are. See what magic this wicked 
woman has worked upon your friends 
here? 

47H Sartor: But we hungry, 
Odysseus. Let us have just a taste! 

Opyssgus: One taste, my men, and you 
are lost. See how these others have 
already lost the desire to leave this 
place? Do you, too, wish to forget 
about your homes, your wives, your 
children? 

5TH Sartor: Perhaps Odysseus is right. 

Opyssgvus: Look and see for yourselves 
if I am right. 

QUEEN (Angrily): Look and see for 
yourselves that he is wrong! You 
are hungry, yet this fine Odysseus, 
your captain, refuses to give you 
food! Is this right? (Tempting 
again) See how happy are those of 
your comrades who have eaten the 
lotus. Come! Come! 


Sweeter than 


are 





OpyssEus: Follow me, my fine sailors, 
before we lose our wills to this evil 
Queen! 

4ru Sartor: I don’t know... 

57TH Sartor: Odysseus is right 

OpyssEvs: Follow me! As captain of 
your vessel, I order you to follow. 
Those 
willingly, I shall tie and haul aboard 
myself. Forget the lotus! Let us 
to the ships, and bend our oars. We 
must escape this evil place! Let us 
go on to Ithaca! Let us go home! 

Music: Triumphant theme, in 
under. 

Narrator: Reluctant and protesting, 
the men allow Odysseus to lead them 
back to their boats. Only those who 
have already tasted the fruit and 
have lost their memories of home are 
left. behind. And again, 
Odysseus and his men set out for 
Ithaca, across the cold, gray sea. 

Sounp: Thunder, lightning and pouring 
rain, in and under. 


who do not come aboard 


and 


once 


Opyssrus: My men, though we have 
been sailing for many months, suf- 
fering much and gaining little, once 
again I have decided to interrupt 
our journey by making another stop. 
You are tired, and your strength is 
leaving you. This storm that has 
been raging for many nights pushes 
us farther and farther from our 
course, so that even the muscles in 


your backs and arms would snap 


before we could reach Ithaca. Let 
us then beach our ship at the next 
harbor we come to. Surely we will 
find shelter, food and rest until this 
tempest ceases. Then we will have 
the strength to continue our voyage. 
Let the first that sights land shout 


out the news. 
my men! 

Music: Unhappy theme, in and under. 

Narrator: And so, once again, Odys- 
seus and his crew guide their ship 
into a foreign harbor, this time at 
the Three Cornered Land, a country 
none of them has ever seen before. 
Not knowing that this land is the 
home of the great Cyclops, the one- 
eyed giants, the Ithacans beach their 
craft and seek shelter from the rain 
in a huge cave they find — the cave 
which is the home of the fiercest 
giant of all. 

47TH Sartor: How good it feels to come 
in out of the driving rain, even if 
only into a barren cave. 

5TH Sartor: But look! The cave is 
not empty! Here are pens of goats 
and pigs, and baskets of fruit and 
vegetables! 

Opysseus: We are indeed lucky, my 
men. This must be the home of 
some great lord. Surely we may 
count on his hospitality and help. 


We must have rest, 


5rH Sartor: At least we shall have a 
good meal. barbarians are 
bound to show that much generosity 
to their guests. 


ven 


4rH Sartor: Ah, for once you were 
right, Odysseus. Your decision to 
stop here was a wise one! 

Sounp: Rumbling, far off mike. 

Opysseus: But what’s the rumbling 
noise? 

6rH Sartor: It sounds like an earth- 
quake! 

47TH Sartor: Or a giant walking the 
hills. 

57H SarLor (Laughing): Don’t tell me 
you believe in giants! 





6TH Sartor: Go to the entrance of the 
cave, Odysseus. See what it is! 

4TH Sartor: What do you see, Odys- 
seus? 

OpyssEeus (Fading on, quickly): It is 
a giant — huge and ferocious! He 
is taller than fifty men put together, 
and what is most horrifying is that 
he has only one eye — one great, 
red eye in the middle of his wide 
forehead! 

6TH Sartor: What shall we do? 

5rH Sartor: Run for our lives! 

OpyssEvs: It is too late for that. 
already in the cave! 

Cyrciops (Fading on; a deep, booming 
voice — on echo mike, if possible.): 
Ah, how good it is to get home. But 
what’s this? What’s this? Who are 
you, that dare to come into my cave? 
Who are you, little men? Thieves? 

OpysseEvus: We are strangers, good sir, 
lost in our travels. 

Cyrciops: A likely story! 
thieves, that’s what you are! 

OpyssEus: No, indeed. Just humble 
wanderers, in the protection of our 
noble god, Zeus. 

Cyrciops (Laughing wildly): Zeus! Ha, 
ha, ha! Zeus! What.do I care for 
Zeus? The Cyclops are stronger 
than all your gods! 

Opysseus: We mean you no harm, 
good sir, only wishing a place to 
rest from the storm, and perhaps a 
bit of food. 

Cyciops (Laughing): You’d like to 
stay for dinner, eh? That’s a good 
one. All right, you may stay for 
dinner my dinner! I'll eat you 
myself — roasting you over the 
coals first, until you singe like goats’ 
meat. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! 


He’s 


You’re 


47H Sartor (In a whisper): What are 
we to do, Odysseus? 

6TH Sartor: Save us! Save us! 

Opyssgvus: Just leave everything to 
me. (Aloud once more) If it be your 
wish to eat us, good Cyclops, then 
so be it. But will you not start your 
meal with some wine? 

Cyctops: Do you have wine, little 
man? 

Opyssrvus: A whole flask full. 

Cyrciops: Give it to me. In exchange, 
I’ll give you a wonderful gift. What 
is your name? 

Opyssgus: My name is No Man. Hold 
out your cup that I may fill it with 
my wine. 

Cycuops: Here you are. That’s it; fill 
it up to the top. I’m thirsty! There. 
Ahhh. This wine is good. For giving 
it to me, No Man, your gift shall 
be that you will he eaten last of all! 
Mm-ah! This wine is really good! 
But .. . it’s making me. . . sleepy! 
Just one more swallow and it’ll be 
gone. There! But how sleepy I 
am. Ohh-mmm. Now... to make 

-_ 2 on 

Opysseus (Softly): Be quiet, my men. 
The Cyclops is asleep. I knew that 
wine would turn the trick! We must 
work swiftly! 

3xp Sartor: What are we to do? 

OpyssEus: The pens for the goats are 
made of wooden stakes. Pull one 
out of the ground. Quickly! Is the 
fire blazing? 

5TH Sartor: Yes, Odysseus! 

3RD Sartor (Fading on): Here’s the 
wooden stake. 

OpysseEvs: Thrust the point of it into 
the fire until it is red hot; but be 
careful that you don’t set the wood 





on fire. The smoke would wake the 
Cyclops! 

47H Sartor: What can we do? 

Opyssrus: All but six of the 
must carry as much food as their 
arms will hold down to our ship. 
The remaining six will be needed 


crew 


here. 

47H Sartor (Fading): We'll stock up 
the boat with enough food to last 
us a year! 

3RrD Sartor (Fading on): The point of 
the stake is red hot! 

OpyssEus: Good. Now, my men, let 
us thrust the heated stake into the 
Cyclops’ eye. Ready? Now, thrust! 

Cyciops (In agony): Aaaaaaieeece! 

OpyssEeus: Run, my men, run! 

Cyciops (Jn pain and anger): Help! 
Help! No Man is killing me! 
They’re getting away! Help! Help! 

OpyssEvus (From off mike, calling back) : 
This is your punishment from Zeus 
for wishing to kill us, great Cyclops. 
If anyone asks you who put your 
eye out, tell him it was I, Odysseus, 
son of Laertes of Ithaca. 

Music: 
under. 


Farewell! 
Triumphant theme, in and 
NARRATOR: Thus, once again, by hav- 
ing cleverly and quickly used his 
wits Odysseus narrowly escapes great 
danger. Hearing the Cyclops call 
out that “No Man” is killing him, 
the other giants believe that it must 
be the gods that punish their leader, 
and so they refuse to come to his aid. 
For months the sailors continue on 
their way, living upon the food taken 
from the cave of the Cyclops. But 
no matter how long they sail, it 


seems that they never make any 
progress, for the weather and the 


winds are against them. For nights 
on end, they battle great waves; 
then the sky fills with thunder and 
lightning, and black clouds let loose 
upon them torrential rains. At 
times the boat is pulled and pushed 
by all four winds at once, as though 
it were the object of some huge game 
of the gods. At other times, there 
are no winds at all, and the tired 
sailors find their vessel becalmed. 
At last, Odysseus decides to stop 
at Aeolia, a floating island walled 
with bronze, which is the home of 
Aeolus, ruler of the winds, to ask 
for help. 
OpyssgEus: And that, great Aeolus, is 
the tale of all our misadventures. 
Axouus: A sorry tale it is, too, Odys- 
I can see by your face, and 
the faces of your men, all that you 
have suffered. 

OpysseEvs: Will you then help us, great 
ruler of the winds? 


seus. 


Axrouus: It has never been said that 
Aeolus turned away a friend in need. 
I shall indeed give you help, and 
speed you on your way. Here is an 
oxhide bag, tied at the neck with a 
stout silver wire. As you know, our 
great god, Zeus, has given to my 
charge all the four winds, to do with 
In this bag, then, I 
have placed three of the winds: the 
North, the East, and the South, and 
tied them up, so that not a whisper 
Only the West wind 
have I left free, to carry you back 
to Ithaca. Take the bag, and only 
when you have reached your harbor 
and home in safety release the other 
winds. 
OpysseEvs: How can I thank you, great 


as I please. 


shall escape. 





Aeolus, for your benevolence? 

Arouus: I ask no thanks. But one 
thing you must promise me; and 
that is that you must tell no one — 
not even your most trusted sailors 
— what the bag contains. 

Opysseus: I will gladly keep the 
secret. (Fading) Many thanks, 
great Aeolus, and farewell. 

Axgouus: Farewell to you, and safe 
and happy journey, great Odysseus! 

Music: Happy theme, in and under. 

Narrator: At last it seems that the 
weary wanderers are to reach Ithaca 
in safety and contentment. The 
West wind speeds them over the 
scudding seas, and after nine days 
and nights, during which Odysseus 
himself has guided the craft at the 
tiller, Ithaca looms within his sight 
upon the horizon. Satisfied that he 
has finally succeeded, Odysseus lies 
down in the stern of the boat to 
rest himself, and quickly falls into a 
deep sleep. His sailors, however, be- 
gin to talk among themselves, bit- 
terly cursing Odysseus and his good 
fortune. 

2nD Sartor: Look at Odysseus, snoring 
there! Sound asleep, while we sailors 
are left to do all the work. 

4ru Sartor: Nothing is too good for 
him! (Sneering) The great Odysseus! 

3rD Sartor: Everywhere he goes he 
is given marvelous gifts, while we, 
who do all the muscle work, get 
little enough thanks. 

4ru Sartor: Look at that oxhide bag 
he got from Aeolus. Who knows 
how much treasure is in it? 

2nD Sartor: No doubt it’s filled with 
gold and silver! 

3RD Sartor: But will Odysseus share 


it with us? Not he! He’ll keep it all 
for himself! 

2np Sartor: I say we should help our- 
selves. We’re all entitled to a share 
of it! 

Sarmors (Ad lib): Aye! Let’s take our 
share! Open the bag! 

47rH Sartor: We're almost home. 
Ithaca is already in sight. There’s 
no danger! Here’s my knife! Let’s 
cut the silver cord, and let every 
man take his own share of the gold! 

3RD Sartor: I[ agree with you! 

2nD Sartor: And so do I! 

Sarors (In unison): So do we all! 

NARRATOR: With that, the sailors cut 
the wire that holds the mouth of 
the sack closed. 

SounpD: A great rushing of wind. 

NarRATOR: At once, all of the winds 
that Aeolus had placed in the sack 
come rushing out. They tear and 
buffet the ship until it is broken 
into splinters. All of the mutinous 
sailors are drowned. Only Odysseus 
survives, and catching hold of a 
plank, he finds himself tossed and 


buffeted by the rough seas. For six 


days and nights Odysseus is blown 
about, but on the seventh day, the 
sea calms and the wandering sailor 


is tossed upon a distant beach. 
Hungry and exhausted, Odysseus 
falls asleep on the warm, soft sands, 
and when he wakes, he finds him- 
self in a strange, magnificent room, 
lying upon a fur rug before a blazing 
fire. At his feet sits a beautiful 
woman, playing a lute. 

Music: Soft music upon a lute, in and 
under. 

Crrce (Soft-voiced, but evil): Ah! You 
have awakened from your long sleep 





at last, strange one. My women! 
Bring food here! 

OpyssEus (Amazed): What place is 
this? And who are you, fair lady? 

Circe: My name is Circe, and I am 
mistress of this place. Surely you 
are Odysseus the mighty one, on 
your way home from the Trojan 
War. The god, Hermes, told me you 
would stop here. Rest awhile in my 
castle, Odysseus, and I, Circe, shall 
be your friend. 

Opyssevs: Circe! I know that name! 
Are you not a sorceress, who has 
changed many men into foul ani- 
mals? 

Circe: What does it matter that I am 
a sorceress? I am your friend. 

Opyssreus: How can I be your friend 
when you have turned men into 
swine? How do I know you will 
not do as much with me? 

Circe: Your words are cruel. But if 
you seek proof, I swear by our 
almighty friend and protector, the 
god Zeus, that I shall not harm you. 
Is not that proof enough? Now, see. 
My ladies are bringing food. Eat, 
Odysseus. 

Opyssgvs: Oh, Circe, how can a man 
eat, when he knows that others - 
no better than he, nor worse — are 
living the lives of animals because of 
your enchantments? Set my fellow- 
mortals free, and then I shall eat. 

Circe (Proudly): Never have I listened 
to the pleas of mortal men, but al- 
ways have I done with them as I 
pleased. (Softly) But never before 


have: I met a man as handsome, 
strong, courageous and well-loved 
by the gods as Odysseus. 


Opyssrzus: Then you will free all of 
your captives? 

Circe: Hear me, Odysseus. If you will 
stay with me for a year, living as 
my guest and doing me courtesy, 
then I shall free all men who are in 
my power, and send you home a 
wealthy man. That is my bargain. 
Is it agreed? 

OpyssrEvus: I would not waste an hour 
that could be spent in bringing me 
nearer my home and my beloved 
wife, Penelope. But how can I 
leave my fellow-men in misery and 
torment’ If it is your price for their 
freedom, wicked, beautiful Circe . . . 
then I shall stay a year. 

Music: In and under. 

Narrator: At last the year of waiting 
is up, and true to her promise, 
Circe, the enchantress, releases all 
of the men whom she had turned 
into swine. 

Circe: Odysseus, you see before you 
all of the men whom I have held 
under my spell. Take them for 
your sailors. They are good men, 
and strong, and because they owe 
their freedom to you, I know they 
will serve you well. In the harbor 
you will find a great ship, fitted as 
though for a king. Even now, my 
servants are in the harbor, loading 
the craft with food and drink. You 
have been through many trials, both 
on land and on sea, but now 
though there are yet many diffi- 
culties to overcome you are on 
your way home. Farewell, Odysseus. 

Music: Happy theme, in and under. 

Narrator: As Circe had predicted, 
Odysseus is to encounter many ob- 
stacles in his course to his native 





Greece. He makes a journey to the 
fearful Kingdom of the Dead, where 
he sees many terrible and frightful 
things. In Oceanus, the ship must 
pass the Isle of Sirens, whose 
beautiful songs lure men to death 
on the rocky cliffs. Odysseus sur- 
mounts this obstacle by stuffing wax 
into the ears of his sailors, so that 
they cannot hear the enchanting 
music, and by having himself tied 
hand and foot to the ship’s mast, 
so that he is unable to move. There 
is then the impossible choice between 
Scylla and Charybdis, followed by 
the dreadful encounter with the 
Celestial Cattle. At last, however, 
the 


Odysseus reaches home 
beautiful Isle of Ithaca. 
Music: 
under. 
NARRATOR: Meanwhile, through the 


Triumphant theme, in and 


vears of Odysseus’ wanderings, the 
suitors for the hand of his wife, 
Penelope, have become more and 
more impatient. Discovering Pen- 
elope’s weaving and unweaving trick, 
they knot all the threads on her 
loom so she cannot pull her work 
apart. Thus they force her to keep 
her promise. 

Ist Surror: Hear us, Penelope! Your 
husband Odysseus is dead! 

2np Surror: How long must you post- 
pone making up your mind? 

3RD Surror: You must choose one of 
us to be your husband! 

Ist Surror: Choose, Penelope, Prin- 
cess of Ithaca! 

2np Surror: Choose, Penelope, fairest 
of women! 

3rD Surror: Choose, Penelope, widow 
of the dead Odysseus! 


Music: Harsh theme, in and under. 
NarrRATOR: At last, Penelope decides 
that she must choose a hsuband from 
one of the suitors, and put an end 
to the eternal eating and drinking 
that has used up almost all of her 
husband’s wealth. On the very 
morning that Odysseus reaches Itha- 
ca, Penelope calls to her son, Tele- 
machus. 
TELEMACHUS: 
Mother? 
PENELOPE: Yes, Telemachus. I have 
something that I must tell you — 
though how to find the words to say 
that which I would not say is hard. 
TEeLEMACHUs: What is it, my Mother? 
PENELOPE: I have given up hope, my 
son, that your father will ever re- 
turn. Today I will choose from 
among the suitors, and make myself 
ready for a second marriage. 
TELEMACHUS: No, Mother! No! 
PENELOPE: It must be so. It has been 
many, many years since the Trojan 
War. Surely if your father still lives 
he would have returned by now. It 
xannot be that he is alive. 
TreLEMACHUS: I cannot believe that 
he is dead, Mother, I cannot. 
PENELOPE: You must believe it. We 
cannot go on living as we have. Call 
the men together in the great hall. 
This afternoon I shall meet them 
and challenge them. Whoever can 
string the great, strong bow of 
Odysseus, shall be my husband. 
Music: Unhappy theme, in and under. 
NarrRATOR: That afternoon, the con- 
testants are gathered in the great 
hall of the palace. Telemachus, sick 
at heart, refuses to stay and watch 
the competition, but goes out to the 


You sent for me, 





courtyard, where he meets Odysseus, 
come home at last. Telemachus does 
not recognize Odysseus, who, wish- 
ing to surprise his wife and son, has 
disguised himself by putting on the 
clothes of a poor‘man and rubbing 
mud on his face and arms. 
TeELEMACcHUs: Who are you, old man, 
and what brings you here? 
Opyssevus: I am a wanderer, born in 
Crete, who has had many adventures 
in Egypt and Troy. I know this is 
the home of the great Odysseus, and 
I am come to him to ask for food 
and shelter for the night. 
TELEMACHUS: Alas, Odysseus is gone 
from lo 
Even now, : 


these many 
talk, 


Penelope, against her will, is choos- 


here, years. 


is we his wife, 
ing a new husband from among her 
suitors. 

Opysseus: Penelope taking a new hus- 
band? But how is that so? 

TELEMACHUS: Even she begins to be- 

I am 

Telemachus, son of Odysseus. But 


lieve that Odysseus is dead. 


why do we stand here and gossip? 
You are tired and hungry, old man. 
Come in and sit by the fire. Perhaps 
the competition to find a new hus- 
band for Penelope will amuse you. 
NARRATOR: Telemachus takes the old 
man into the great hall, just as the 


last suitor has tried unsuccessfully 


to string Odysseus’ bow. 
PENELOPE: All of you have failed in 
this task 
have found child’s play. 
any that would try again? 
OpyssEevus: I would try the contest, 
good woman. 
PENELOPE: Who are you, old man? 
OpyssgEvs: I am a wanderer, far from 


which Odysseus would 


Is there 


92 


his native land. May I try to string 
Odysseus’ bow? 

Ist Surror: Get along, old man. If 
'we, who are young, cannot do it, 
how can you hope to accomplish 
the thing? 

2nD Surror: He’s an old fool. 
him out, Telemachus! 

TeLemacnuus: No! My mother has 
said that all who will may try. Give 
him the bow, Mother. 

PENELOPE: You are right, my son. 
Here is the bow, old man. Try your 
skill. 

OpysseEuvs: A fine bow! A good, strong 


Throw 


bow. Here, let me try stringing it. 

Surrors (Ad lib): He’s doing it! What 
strength! The old man has done it, 
etc. 

TeELEMACHUs: Excellent, old man. You 
have succeeded where younger men 
have failed. 

Opyssreus: As winner of the contest, 
I prize: the hand of 
Penelope the fair! 

2nD Surror: Get along, old man. You 


claim my 


may be strong, but she must choose 
one of her wealthy suitors. She’s not 
for you! 

Opyssevs: I claim what is mine — for 
Penelope is mine alone! Know you 
all, then, that I am Odysseus him- 
self, home at last to claim my wife 
and castle. You petty, foolish men, 
who have lived here on my gold and 
courted my wife and who now 
dare to wish to throw me out — 
you must repay me for your insults 
with your lives! Stand and draw, 
2ach man of you, for I shall kill you 
all as surely as I am the real Odys- 
seus! 

Music: Turbulent theme, in and under. 





Narrator: Terrified for their lives, 
the men draw their weapons, but 
they are no match for the powerful 
Odysseus, and one by one, he slays 
them all. At last, he turns to his 
wife Penelope, who secretly plans to 
put one final test to this man, in 
order to see if he be the true Odys- 
seus. 

PENELOPE: My husband, how glad I 
am to see you I cannot tell you. And 
much there is that has happened to 
you that I would hear. But you 
must rest before we talk. Therefore 
I will have your own bedstead, which 
you made with your own hands, set 
up for you at once, right here by the 
fire in the great hall. 

Opysseus (Perplexed): But how is it 
that my bed can be moved about? 
There was a great olive tree that 


grew upon this land, and I built the 
house around it. I built that living 
tree into the bed, as the head post. 
Short of a miracle, Penelope, I do not 
see how it could be moved! 

PENELOPE (Joyfully): Oh, my beloved 


Odysseus, know then that your bed 
stands just where it has always 
stood. I spoke before in a riddle to 
know if you were truly my husband, 
for only the real Odysseus knew the 
secret of the bed post. You have 
convinced me. And now you shall 
find me a wife truly of good heart. 


OpyssEus (Tenderly): My love, the 


waiting has been long, for me as 
well as for you. But had it not been 
for the thought of you, my beloved 
Penelope, I would have been dead 
long ago. It was only my love for 
you that kept me alive through all 
my many adventures, and the 
thought of holding you in my arms 
once more gave me the strength to 
continue my travels toward Ithaca 
through these many years. Come to 
me now, Penelope. I promise that 
never again on earth shall you be 
apart from your husband, your 
Odysseus. 


Music: Triumphant, romantic theme, 


full to finish. 
THE END 











Comedies and Farces 
for Teen-Agers 


by Joun Murray 


A new collection of hilarious one-act 
comedies and farces by a popular play- 
wright. Teen-agers will delight in the 
amusing characters, uproarious plots, 
and wide variety of settings for these 15 
plays, which provide wholesome enter- 
tainment to suit the interests and 
talents of young actors. 


Junior and Senior High 387 pgs. $4.95 


Children’s Plays from 
Favorite Stories 


edited by Sytv1a E. KAMERMAN 


An anthology of 50 short plays adapted 
from fables, legends, folk tales, and 
fairy tales. Snow White, Cinderella, 
The Three Little Kittens, Red Riding 
Hood, Rapunzel, Rumpelstiltskin, Puss- 
in-Boots, and Pandora’s Box are among 
the all-time favorites included. 


Lower and Middle Grades 583 pgs., $5.95 


Four-Star Radio Plays 
for Teen-Agers 
edited by A. 


Young people are sure to enjoy these 
12 radio-style adaptations from great 


S. Burack 


literature. (Pride and Prejudice, Lorna 
Doone, Great Expectations, Treasure 
Island, Huckleberry Finn, etc.) A 
minimum of rehearsal and no memori- 
zation make these dramatizations ideal 
for classroom reading. 


Junior and Senior High 246 pgs., $4.00 
(Standard Clothbound Edition) 


PLAYS, INC. 


Publishers 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Licna’s Brrtupay SERENADE 
(Play on pages 77-82) 


Characters: 6 male; 8 female. As many or as 


few serenaders as desired may be used, but 
they should be kept in couples. 


Playing Time: 20 minutes. 
Costumes: Traditional Mexican, Pablo wears 


blue jeans, white shirt, wide-brimmed 
straw hat, and huaraches (sandals). Mama 
wears a long skirt, dark blouse, bright 
shawl, and huaraches. Luisa and Sefior and 
Sefiora Hidalgo wear city clothes with a 
Mexican appearance. Boy serenaders wear 
dark trousers, white shirts, red flowing ties 
and waist sashes, sombreros, and black 
shoes. Girl serenaders and Licha wear 
colorful, flowing skirts and blouses, and 
flowers in their hair, and huaraches. 


Properties: Head masks of a funny, male face 


for all serenaders. Masks may be made of 
white cloth with the features of the face 
ainted in bright colors, or regular Hal- 
oween masks may be used. Guitars, vio- 
lins, and trumpets for boy serenaders. 
Bracelet, for Luisa. A red circle on a pole 
to represent the sun, and a yellow crescent, 
as the moon. 


Setting: The yard in front of Licha’s house. 


Upstage center the front of a little adobe 
hut is seen: a solid wall with an opening 
for a door, and a pitched roof, covered with 
straw. Downstage, left and right, framing 
the house but not blocking the view, are 
two stone walls about two feet high, made 
by piling flat stones on top of each other. 


Lighting: A spot may be used on the sun and 


moon at the beginning and end of the play, 
if desired. 
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Spotlight on Books 


SHAKESPEARE: A Player’s Handbook of Short 
Scenes. Selected and arranged by Samuel 
Selden. Holiday House. $2.75. 


Romeo and Juliet, Hamlet, Macbeth, Julius 
Caesar, King Lear, The Merchant of Venice, 
and As You Like Jt are among the important 
Shakespearean plays from which scenes have 
been selected to provide new material for 
school assembly programs and to give young 
actors dramatic passages for practice in act- 
ing. Included with each scene are acting di- 
rections and a staging plan. No special 
staging or costuming is required. (Junior 
High and up) 


Tue Looxinc Guass Book or Srorigs. 
Edited by Hart Day Leavitt. Random House. 
$1.50. 


This is a collection of thirty-three short 
story favorites, including hardy perennials 
like Frank R. Stockton’s “The Lady or the 
Tiger,’ Oscar Wilde’s “The Canterville 
Ghost’”’ and Edgar Allan Poe’s “The Masque 
of the Red Death,” along with modern 
classics like James Thurber’s “The Secret 
Life of Walter Mitty,” Stephen Vincent 
Benet’s “The Devil and Daniel Webster,” 
and Conrad Aiken’s “Silent Snow, Secret 
Snow.” (Junior High and up) 


Tue Ricur Piay For You. By Bernice 
Wells Carlson. Abingdon Press. $2.50. 


General instructions for producing plays 
for children; twenty very short plays with 
costuming and staging instructions; and sug- 
gestions for developing plays from incidents, 
jokes, stories and legends make up this book, 
which will be of interest to those working in- 
formally with play production for children. 
(Middle grades) 


CREATURES OF THE Nicur. By Dorothy 
Sterling. Doubleday & Co. $2.95. 


What happens in the world of bugs, beetles, 
crickets, spiders, and other creatures for whom 
night is the busiest and most active time? 
Here in fascinating detail the author describes 
the characteristics, habits, and history of 
creatures who turn night into day. Excellent 
illustrations by Winifred Lubell add to the in- 
terest of this book. (Middle grades) 


I RE DE 


fost Published! 


CHRISTMAS 
PLAYS and PROGRAMS 


By AILEEN FISHER 


A collection of original one-act plays, 
playlets, group and choral readings, 
poems, and games that give young 
people the opportunity to present spe- 
cial programs, celebrating the meaning 
and spirit of Christmas. 


The plays and playlets in this volume 
include new dramatizations of the 
Christmas story, plays about Christmas 
around the world, and some “just-for- 
fun” plays. The group and choral read- 
ings effectively communicate the spirit 
of this holiday and its message of peace 
and good will. There is a generous 
selection of poems to be read or recited 
aloud, and lively games to play. Christ- 
mas songs and carols that interpret the 
familiar symbols of the holiday, and 
longer dramatic works, both traditional 
and modern, highlight this book. 


“A truly useful book . . . recom- 
mended for all public, church and 
school library children’s depart- 


” 
ments. 
Junior Libraries 


Lower Grades threugh Senior High 
344 pages; $5.00 


(Standard Clothbound Edition) 


PLAYS, INC. 


Publishers 
8 Arlington Street, Boston 16, Mass. 
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CHILDREN 


by Helen Louise Miller 


These short plays provide easy dra- 
matic material for the youngest age 
groups to enjoy and to produce success- 
fully. They are gay and lively and ap- 
peal to the imagination and interest of 
beginning players. 


The Half-Pint Cowboy uses “cowboys” 
and “Indians” to act out an exciting 
play of the Old West: The W ishing 
Stream is charming Chinese play; 
Wake Up, Santa Clius features ‘“The 
Rhythm Band Elves.” Other plays 
entertainingly dramatize everyday 
learning experiences: courtesy, thrift, 
telling time, etc Also included are 
many plays for holidays and special 
occasions. 


Boys and girls in primary grades will 
find these plays a happy introduction 
to the world of dramatics. Teachers, 
group leaders, and librarians will wel- 
come this book as a fresh source of 
original plays to develop the creativity, 
imagination, and dramatic appreciation 
of little players and their audiences. 


Lower Grades 304 pgs. $4.00 


(Standard Clothbound Edition) 


PLAYS, INC. 


Publishers 


8 Arlington Street, Boston 16, Mass. 








CanpLE Love Feast. By Julia Montgomery 
Street. Coward-McCann. $2.75. 


Candle Love Feast is the name of a simple 
and beautiful Moravian Christmas celebra- 
tion, held especially for children on the after- 
noon of Christmas Eve. This is a warm story 
of that celebration whose telling is enhanced 
by the illustrations. (Lower grades) 


GEETA AND THE VILLAGE Scuoo,, By 
Parvathi Thampi. Doubleday & Co. $2.00. 


Geeta lived in a small village in India, She 
was afraid of storms and particularly of the 
new village school, which all the children fear- 
fully watched being built. An exciting ad- 
venture helps change Geeta’s attitude, and 
from the charming telling of her story young 
readers will get a fine introduction to India 
and an understanding that children every- 
where have reactions in common. (Lower 
grades) 


Tue Art or Ruts Draper: Her Dramas and 
Characters. With a Memoir by Morton 
Dauwen Zabel. Doubleday & Co $4.95. 


The life and work of Ruth Draper, the well- 
known monologist, whose stage roles ranged 
from debutantes to charwomen, are treated in 
detail in this book. The first part of the book, 
entitled “A Memoir,” is a biography of Miss 
Draper which also discusses her role as an 
artist, while the second part includes thirty- 
five of her best monologues, presented here 
for reading purposes only. 


American HeritraGe Junior LIBRARY 
INDIANS OF THE PLains. By Eugene Rachlis. 


RAILROADS IN THE Days or Stream. By 
Albert L. McCready. 


DIsCOVERERS OF THE New Wor.p. By Josef 
Berger. 


American Heritage Publishing Co. $3.50 
each. 


Young people and teachers will welcome 
these three new additions in the series of 
books on various phases of our American 
heritage. They meet the high standards 
originally set by these publishers for factual 
accuracy, good writing, and fine illustrations 
— all of which will help increase young read- 
ers’ appreciation of history. (Middle grades 
and up) 
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Book Collections of 
Royalty-Free Plays for Young People 


NDA LOTHBOUND EDITIONS 


Middle and Lower Grades 


100 PLays ror CHILDREN ** 
Burack $5.95 
Turrty PLays ror CLassroom RgeApING* 
Durrell and Crossley (Text edition) $3.50 
(Trade edition) $4.00 


IigattH AND Sarety PLays AND 
PROGRAMS** 
Fisher $4.00 
Ilotipay ProGcrams FoR Boys AND 
GIRLs** 

Fisher $4.00 
Juntor Piays ror ALL Occastons** 

Hark and McQueen $5.00 
CuHILpREN’s Puiays From  Favorire 

STORIES* 

Kamerman $5 05 
LitrLe Puays ror Litre PLayers** 

Kamermar $4.00 
First P R f REN* 

Mille $4.00 
Gotp Mepat Puays ror Houipayrs** 
Miller $5.00 
PLays FoR LIvING AND LEARNIN 

Miller $4.00 
Hourmay Puiays ror LitrLte PLayvers** 
Newman $4.00 
,OUND-THE- YEAR PLAYS FOR CHILDREN*® 
Very $3.75 


ill Grades 


CuristTmas Piays ror Youna Acrors** 
Burack $4.00 
: PLays ror Boys** 
$3.75 
PR 


Patriotic PLays AND PROGRAM 

Fisher and Rabe $4.50 
Unrrep Nations PLays AND ProGcrRams** 

Fisher and Rabe $4.00 
SpeciaL PLays ror Speciat Days** 

Hark and McQueer $4.00 
Suort Piays ror Aut-Boy Casts 

Howar 
Bive-Ripspon Pays FoR GIRLS" 


Kamermatr 


A Treasury or CurisTMas PLays 
} amerr ar 








\ PLAYS, INC.. Publishers, 8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass. 
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